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ST. MICHAEL'S DAY. 
CHAPTER I. 

SCENB IN THE BANqUET-CHAMBEE. 

The ease and affability of the Count of Osma soon 
thawed the ice of ceremony and suspicion with which 
the councillors at first received the honour that had 
been so graciously extended towards them ; and even 
the president, as the banquet proceeded, began to think 
his suspicions hasty and ill-grounded. All doubts, 
however, of honourable purpose of the governor were 
not effectually banished ; and occasionally they flash- 
ed back upon his mind with redoubled force, as some 
sinister word or look would betray itself through his 
guarded language or manner. That the Spaniard was 
playing a double part, he was well satisfied ; and, 
though his address and bearing invited confidence, he 
felt that, in yielding it, he was playing with an adder in 
his bosom. 

" So, gentlemen," said the count, setting down a cup 
of wine, and speaking as if pursuing easy conversation 
with his guests,/* I learn your fair city has been sad- 
ly torn by seditions of late, and that the young Marquis 
of Caronde, an arrant scapegrace, hath laid claim to 
~ the government ?" 

" He did make the attempt, your excellency," an- 
swered one of the councillors, on whose foce 
count's eye chanced to rest as he spok^.; •* but^" 
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6 THE quadroqne; or, 

purpose being lawless, and the king's commission hav- 
ing also expired at his father's demise — " 

** You saw fit," interrupted the count, laughing sar* 
castically, ''to create seven uncommissioned rulers 
instead ! Methinks this were aggravating the evil. 
What say you, Signer President?" he asked, with a 
careless air. 

" Now, by my mine honour, I like not that count's 
manner well," whispered Renault. 

" Hush, and give heed," answered Estelle, quickly. 

" That, on the death of the royal governor, the pow-. 
er became vested in the people till resumed by his 
majesty, who might then delegate it to whom he saw 
fit," answered the president, firmly. 

** And so, until this event, the people made choice of 
a tribunal to manage the state afiairs, composed of 
seven citizens, which body I have now the honour to 
entertain at my humble table ?" he observed, affirma- 
tively rather than interrogatively. 

« We did yesterday morning compose such a tribu- 
nal, your excellency," he replied, with dignity, " but 
we are now private citizens.* 

"So I learn," said the count, dryly. " It has been 
so told to me, as well as your reason for dissolving 
your council." 

The president evidently did not like the tone in 
which this was said, but, without giving utterance to 
his feelings, replied, in an even voice, 

"We are no longer in authority, Sir Count, 'tis 
true." 

" The people took it back to give it to Spain. Was 
it not so ?" 

" 'Tis true they forgot their country for love of their 
own interests." 

" And thus were basely ungrateful to thee, methinks. 
I will, out of my gratitude to thee. Signer President, 
repay it to them. Thou wilt gladly see them requi- 
ted, I doubt not." 

^* On the contrary, signer, we hold the welfare of 
feUow-citizens to heart, and would fain now urge 
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upon you, who have succeeded us, clemency in chan- 
ging their laws with the change of government," re- 
sponded the president, who, with characteristic patriot- 
ism, took the first opportunity of securing the welfare 
of his fellow-citizens, 

'^And give them to retain their judges also," as- 
swered the count, sarcastically. ^ We had best re- 
store your power, signer, and go back to Spain, even 
as you sent us back three years ago." 

'^ Ha ! he forgets not that day !" send Renault, in- 
voluntarily. 

<< Nay, signer," continued the president, who saw 
that the memory of the past had flushed the cheek and 
kindled the eye of the Spaniard, " I ask not this. 
Conquered countries are allowed to retain their own 
laws for a few years, that the transition may be grad- 
ual and healthy to all parties. This is not a conquer- 
ed province, thank Heaven ! but yet you would change 
our laws and the language of the courts in one day. 
It would be greatly for the advantage and tranquillity 
of the inhabitants, if justice were to be administered 
for a wliile longer according to the laws, forms, and 
usages of the land. It is oppression, your excellency, 
in the highest degree, to require that a community 
should at once submit to a total change in the laws 
that have hitherto governed it, and be compelled to 
regulate its conduct by rules of which it is totally ig- 
norant. No necessity demands it, and no policy justi- 
fies it. The friendship hitherto existing between Lou- 
is XV. and the King of Spain should have been a 
weighty influence with the latter to secure this privi- 
lege to the other's subjects. Louis expected it, or he 
would never have condemned us to such a destiny." 

" By the rood, signer, you are bold," answered the 
count, who had listened with surprise to the plain and 
fearless language of the president, who even now 
seemed to be ready to risk his life for the people he 
had governed, although they had 89 basely revolted 
from their allegiance to bow the neck to the Spanish 
yoke. 
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^ I am bold because humanity is so, your excellen- 
cy/' he answered, steadily, and without quailing be- 
neath the stern eyes that surveyed his face. 

*' This is the temper of spirit I have had to contend 
with all along in getting foothold in this province ! 
this is the temper that has twice bathed your city's 
square with the blood of Spanish men ! To you, gen- 
tlemen, I owe a debt you shall not long stand creditor 
for." 

" The storm is bursting," said Estelle. 

'' I am ready," said Renault, laying his hand upon 
the door. 

" Not yet," she said, restraining him ; ** and remem- 
ber thy oath !" 

" That we have disputed the possession of Spain, I 
admit ; that we would have disputed it, if we had 
the power, to this moment, I confess," answered the 
president, with spirit. " You are displeased, sir ! 
But these very efforts to preserve our natal soil from 
the rule of a foreign prince originated in our attach- 
ment to our own ; and you ought to behold in our 
conduct a pledge of our future devotion to Spain, if 
hereafter we should personally yield to her pur alle- 
giance." 

" Santiago me I I have not been misled in my 
knowledge of your character. You have taken a su- 
perior part yourself, signor, in the revolt since the first 
claim of Spain, both as a citizen and now as a ruler ; 
and it is mainly through your influence in encouraging 
the leaders, instead of using your best endeavours to 
keep the people in the fidelity and subordination they 
owed to their sovereign, that Spain has so long been 
kept from her just rights, and the whole province in a 
state of sedition," he answered, warmly. '* It is there- 
fore," he added, rising, and speaking with stern dis- 
pleasure, and his eyes kindling with vengeance, ** and 
it is therefore that your laws are changed and your 
tribunals abolished ! It is therefore that I would place 
my foot upon the neck of your people. It is there- 
fore that I have called you hither this evening, that 
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henceforward rebellious councillors may learn what 
it is to excite revolt against Spain, and insult Ranuirez 
of Osma ! Ho, secure the traitors !" he cried, in a 
loud and fierce tone to the slaves, who had, hitherto^ 
stood like statues behind the seat of the councillors. 

" Now is the time, in Heaven's name ! But spare 
my father !" cried Estelle. 

Before Renault could throw open the door, the hand 
of an Ethiopian slave was upon the throat of each 
guest, save that of the president, and a gleaming dag- 
ger was suspended in the air above their breasts. 

<< Seize the assassins!" cried Renault, behind the 
Spaniard's chair, in a voice not less stern than his own. 
Before the count could turn his head, he saw that 
the banquet-room was filled with armed men, who in- 
stantly seized and disarmed his slaves, and then fixed 
upon himself looks of deadly resentment, as if only 
awaiting their leader's nod to bury the swords they 
pressed against the naked bosoms of the blacks into 
their hearts, and then sheathe them in his own. Among 
them he beheld a noble-looking youth, whose bearing 
and dress bespoke him to be their captain, in whose 
indignant countenance, ad he stood before him, fixing 
upon him his clear, flashing eyes, which it seemed he 
would never take off, he thought he read his own fate. 
He sat glaring upon him in silence, paralyzed between 
surprise, fear, and disappointed vengeance. 

From the lattice Estelle had witnessed the whole 
scene ! the grateful but astonished councillors looking 
upon their deliverer as if he had dropped from the 
skies ; the haughty and indignant bearing of Renault ; 
the cringing and terrified slaves ; her wonder-stricken 
and connised father, as he gazed about him, and shrunk 
beneath the stem glance of the youth ! All this she 
witnessed with mixed feelings of gratitude, joy, and 
shame ; and deep indeed was the crimson that dyed 
her cheek when she heard her father thus addressed : 
*< Sir Spaniard," said Renault, sternly, af^er gazing 
upon him as if he would convey through his eyes the 
bitterness of his resentment against the author of the 
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deed he had been the instrument of averting ; " Sir 
Spaniard, under Heaven thou art indebted to other caus- 
es than thine own mercy for not shedding the blood 
of seven innocent men with the dagger of the assas- 
sin ! It is not enough that thou hast abolished our 
sacred tribunals and overturned our laws, but thou 
must bathe' thy hands in the blood of the judges of the 
land. If guilty of ofifences against the state, why were 
they not arraigned before thee and tried by their 
peers, according to the sacred laws of all Christen, 
dom ? Their holy patriotism is guilt in thine eyes. 
Yet it is not for this thou wouldst do sevenfold mur- 
der ! Personal wrongs rankle in thy unforgiving bos- 
om, and thou wouldst make these a sacrifice to thy 
wounded self-love ! Thou wert driven hence in dire 
disgrace three years ago, and, now that the power ia 
in thine hands, thou^wouldst have avenged thyself upon 
the whole province by the slaughter of its rulers! 
And how wouldst thou have done it ? Under the sa- 
cred guise of heaven-born hospitality ; . with thy wine- 
cups in their hands, and thy wine warraii^ their hearts 
— and thine own too, were it fiesh and not stone ! And 
well hast thou chosen the hour and the place ! the 
noise of revelry drowning that of murder^ and thy 
carefully-barred doors shutting out human aid, even 
if the shrieks of thy victims should silence yonder 
revels !" 

" Who art thou, and wherefore dost thou beard me 
in mine own halls?" haughtily demanded the count, 
who had by this time recovered from his first surprise 
at the mysterious presence of these deliverers of the 
councillors at the very moment when their lives were 
staked ; '^ who art thou, that dost use language so da- 
ring to a chief in the midst of his own army — to a 
governor in his own palace ?" 

"I am the defender of the innocent against a tyrant," 
answered Renault. " Lay not thy hand upon thy 
weapon, Sir Knight ! it will little avail thee ; besides, 
we intend no harm to thy person ; not for love of thee, 
mark ! but we have made oath to a stranger who led 
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us hither, that, whatever we do, we will not harm thee. 
Let these venerable councillors retire, and we will 
leave thee to the fit society of these trembling slaves, 
whom thou wouldst have made the instruments of thy 
private vengeance. They are but tools, and also shall 
escape — ^though, by'r lady ! you all deserve a common 
death. See that the slaves retain no weapons, and let 
them go," he added, to his men. 

Dismissed from the grasp of their captors, the crin- 
ging slaves crowded together at the extremity of the 
chamber, as if yet expecting death ; while Sulem, who, 
from the first, had thrown himself upon his face at his 
master's feet, rose up at Renault's bidding, and pre- 
sented his colossal proportions to the wondering gaze 
of his band. In his right hand he held a cimeter ; 
but the hand trembled, and the hideous face of the 
Ethiopian betrayed mortal fear. True to deal an as- 
sassin's secret blow at his master's bidding, the slave 
was false when open danger menaced, emd now be* 
trayed the cowardice of his sanguinary nature. 

'* Sulem ! cleave him to the floor ; why is thy cim- 
eter idle ?" cried Osma, roused to fury by the cool and 
resolute bearing of the young chief. 

" Martin," said Renault, " take this Goliath's cimeter 
from him. He seems to have lost loyalty to his master 
in his adverse fortunes." 

Without a word, Sulem surrendered his weapon ; 
and the impression made o^ Renault's mind by his 
submissive manner was, that there needed but a word 
from himself to cause him to plunge it into the breast 
he should have protected with it. 

" Broken, indeed, proves the reed my poor father 
leaned upon; but he hath taught Sulem treachery, and 
what but treachery could he have expected from him ?" 
said Estelle, mentally, on seeing this. 

Yet it will be seen that Sulem's subtlety and habits 
of obedience overmastered .his fears ; and, from his 
subsequent conduct, it will be questionable if cowardice 
had as much to do with his actions as cunning. 

^ Thou seest. Count of Osma, that thy trustiest arm 
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fails thee now," said Renault. ** But thou needest not 
its aid ! We are content to have saved these gentle- 
men, whom thou wouldst have slain at thine own board, 
mingline their blood with thy wine. Hath Grod sent 
the lanaa demon to rule over it, that the thought of 
such a crime as thou hast meditated should enter the 
heart of man V* 

While he was speaking, the count caught the eye 
of Sulem ; met it with a stern reproof^ and then 
glanced significantly to his own hand. Sulem under* 
stood him ; and, in reply, touched, as if carelessly, with 
his forefinger, the count's signet, given to him in the 
hall of audience for another purpose. Then, watching 
his opportunity, at a single bound he leaped through 
the door, beside which, at the lattice, was stationed the 
disguised Estelle ; and, before he could be arrested, 
had flown past her, and was far beyond pursuit at the 
extremity of the passage. 

*^ Hold ! pursue him not," cried Renault to his men. 
" Your presence is needed here ! Gentlemen, I pray 
you retire while you can do it safely," he added, ad- 
dressing the councillors ; "there may be nothing more 
in this sudden escape than the cowardice of a traitor- 
ous servant. But, lest mischief could come out of it, 
I beseech j'ou let me see you presently in safety. I 
lived long in this place, as you all are aware, when my 
father governed, and chanced to know that there is a 
concealed door behind yonder arras, which, by a pri- 
vate stairway, conducts you to the outer court of the 
prisbns, and thence into the street. It is not safe for 
you to pass out through the palace guards as you en- 
tered. Follow me, gentlemen." 

Thus speaking, Renault crossed the chamber, drew 
aside the arras, and exposed a low door, which, by 
touching a spring, he opened* Within was a dark 
stairway, faintly lighted at the bottom by the moonlight 
entering from the outer door beneath. 

" Grentlemen, this will conduct you to the street ; 
thence your way is plain to your homes. I would de- 
spatch half of my men with you as a guard, but their 
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presence would attract attention, and add nothing to 
your safety. My venerable fiither!" he said to the 
president, who was expreising his gratitude for his aid 
• in saring his life, ^ you owe it not to me, but to a gal- 
lant stranger, who has not appeared on the scene to 
receive the thanks that are his due. Farewell ! Mount 
your horses, each of you, gentiemen, and leave the 
city within the hour for the fortress, where there are 
brave men to receive you 1 The countersign of the 
east gate, and which I learned from this brave stran- 
ger, is * Osmd*8 jtudeej* which liked to have been illos. 
trated but for our timely presence.^' 

^Ha! knowest thou it?" exclaimed Osma, with 
surprise. 

'* Mount and ride; this poor town is no longer a 
place for true men. Say to Charleval," then added 
Renault, in a lower tone, ^ I will be with him at evening 
to-morrow, when I shall not return to the city till we 
ride into it as conquerors and avengers. Go, with 
Heaven's blessing, gentlemen !" he added, embracing 
each as they passed through the door and descended 
the staircase. 

"Now, Signer Count Osma," said Renault, after 
they had departed, " inasmuch as I have stepped between 
thee and thy bloody vengeance, and the victims of thy 
vindictlveness are beyond thy reach, I will leave thee 
to the residue of thy feast ; and, by'r lady ! in absence 
*6f the gentlemen thou didst make this supper for, in- 
tending it should be their last, thou shalt fain have 
guests better fitting thee. So, slaves, seat yourselves 
at the board ! it is beseeming that slaves should be a 
tyrant's guests, and it becomes a tyrant to feast only 
with such. Down with ye, slaves !** cried Renault, 
between irony and stern indignation. 

The trembling slaves obeyed, and the table was once 
more surrounded with guests. But what guests in- 
deed ! Osma heard the command with surprise, and 
saw it obeyed with a terrific ferocity of aspect. Thrice 
he looked from the table to the young chief, and thrice 
from the young chief to the table^ alternately, as if 
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questioning his senses. His haughty spirit hlazed at 
the insuh. The deadliest vengeance flashed from his 
eyes. His lips grew livid, and his hrow became black 
as night. Renault watched these tokens of a tempest 
within him with a smile upon his lip, which was only 
wanting to inspire the count with fury. Like an en* 
raged tiger, disdaining his sword, he sprung upon Re- 
nault, and fixed his hands upon his throat and breast 
with the grasp of demoniac vengeance. Quicker than 
lightning, the young quadroon grappled with him in the 
same manner, and, face to face — the one with eyes lit« 
erally blazing with rage, the other with a cool and 
steady gaze — they confronted each other with deadly 
purpose. Several of the courreurs du hois sprung for- 
ward to Renault's relief, but he restrained them with a 
look. 

" Unhand me. Sir Count !" at length cried Renault, 
who grew flushed in the face with the pressure upon 
his throat, " or I shall do thee mortal injury." 

'* Never !" said the count, with a malignant smile of 
desperate roYonge^ 

" I have sworn not to harm thee,'' he continued, 
speaking with difficulty. 

" Ha ! ha !" laughed the Spaniard, with hellish sounds, 
as he pressed still harder upon his windpipe, and, with 
his other hand upon his breast, seemed to clinch into 
the flesh, as if seeking to tear through to his heart. 

*^ Thy blood be upon thine own head, then !" gasped 
Renault. 

"Spare— oh spare my father!" shrieked a female 
voice behind them at this menace. 

But, ere he-heard, Renault had released his hold upon 
the count's throat, drawn a dagger from his belt, and, 
holding it above his breast, threatened him with instant 
death. At the same time with the shriek, his uplifled 
hand w|U3 arrested by a woman's bright arm passing 
before his eyes. The hold it fastened upon his wrist 
was slight, and he could easily have thrown it off; but 
there is an indescribable power in a woman's voice or 
intervening arm that instantly stays the fiercest spirit 
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and suspends the strongest hand. Renault felt it. His 
hand remained immoveable where it had been arrested 
by the light grasp laid upon it ! With the most won- 
dering astonishment, he beheld before him a beautiful 
girl, habited in the very cloak his guide had worn — 
the hat itself cast at her feet — her superb head with- 
out a covering — and her bright, auburn hair bound with 
a coronet of pearls and precious stones. Her large 
blue eyes were turned upon him imploringly, while 
with the other hand she released the relaxing gripe of- 
the surprised count from his throat. He gazed upon 
her with wonder and adoring admiration. The cloak—- 
the flapping sombrero — the youthful cheek he had seen 
beneath it — could it be? it was none other, he was 
convinced, than his late guide ! The count was her 
fiither, then ! Hence this singular regard for him, min- 
gled with desire to save the councillors. He saw that 
the noble daughter had risked all to become the saviour 
of a father's honour, and save the lives of innocent 
men ! He read the whole at a glance. He now re- 
membered the soft hand he had pressed, and the trem- 
ulcus voice that at times fell on his ear. He remem- 
bered the language he had interchanged with her upon 
love and womanly devotion. His guide was, then, a 
beautiful woman ! As he gazed upon her, the dagger 
dropped from his hand, and, with eyes full of adoration, 
he cast himself on one knee before her, and said, with 
a depth of feeling that surprised himself, 

^ Gentle maiden, forgive me the act ! it was a menace 
only to save my own life. But, had I known thou wert 
his daughter, I would have let him slain me before I 
could have lifted my hand against him. Pardon me, 
I pray thee !" 

'* I have nothing to pardon, brave youth ; thy life was 
endangered, and it was done in thy aefence. But thou 
. didst wantonly draw my father's ire upon thee by seat- 
ing his slaves at his board !" she said, with something 
Uke displeasure. 

'^ I confess my fault," he said, with a mantling brow ; 
«but--*' 
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'<Nay, thou hast no need to excuse thyself! Thou 
hast acted with more moderation than I hoped for. Bid 
those slaves leave the hoard, and receive my thanks 
for thy courage and confidence." 

She slightly blushed as she spoke ; and, turning from 
the handsome eyes of Renault, which were fixed ad- 
miringly upon her beauty, she cast herself affection- 
ately upon the breast of her parent, who sternly con- 
tinued to suvvey her and the disguise she partly re- 
tained in silence, and by his looks seemed to under- 
stand its object. 

*^ Away, traitress !" he cried, casting her from him. 

« My dear father—" 

« Thou hast betrayed me — begone !" 

** Nay," she Cried, clinging to him> " I have loved 
thee too well to betray thee ! I knew thou didst con- 
template a deed that would tarnish thy name, and 
wound thy knightly honour — " 

^ And so, toxonceal the guilt, hast led hither an arm- 
ed band to blazon it to the world. Out ! thou art a 
poor pleader !" 

** Nay, it was to save the world from being startled 
at a deed for which men have no name," she said, 
with great boldness. " Thou couldst ne'er have con- 
eealed the crime ! if indeed from earth, never from 
Heaven !" 

" Silence ! thou hast done worthy of death thyself!" 
he said, fiercely. 

^ I am ready to atone, then, with my life. Heaven 
ia my witness, I sought only thy honour, my father !" 

** Cast off this cloak, and retire to thy chamber." 

♦* Wilt thou not embrace roe ?" 

."Away! I cannot abide thee!" he said, waving 
his hand commandingly. 

Dropping from her graceful shoulders the roque^ 
laure, displaying by the act a form of the divinest sym- 
metry, with a pale ahd drooping cheek she slowly re- 
tired from the banquet-chamber. Renault's eyes fol- 
lowed her until she disappeared, and he then felt that 
she had carried away his heart. 
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<* But what have I, an accursed quadroon — J, to do 
with a maiden's love like her ? Like the worshippers 
of the sun, I may adore her afar off till blinded by my 
devotion, and my heart is burned up by her unap- 
proachable brightness. Alas ! for what do I live ? 
wherefore do I court life ? From this hour death is 
most welcome ! Why did Heaven give me a heart to 
love, and then link me with a race to whom love is 
forbidden ? Beautiful maiden ! I will not insult thee 
by thinking of thee ; yet not to think of thee were 
not to exist." Thus thought Renault as he turned 
from the door through which she had retired from his 
ardent gaze. 

" So, young sir, thou art indebted to yonder foolish 
girl for thy presence here to-night ? By the rood ! 
thou didst happen in at a happy time ; and not to make 
thee welcome were discourtesy to my hospitality ,** said 
|he count, in a sarcastic tone. 

Renault cast aside his gloomy reflections, and look- 
ed into the speaker's face with surprise at the words he 
spoke ; but a glance at his ironical lip, and hard, quiet 
eye, told him how dangerous was the man with whom 
he had to do. 

** We thank thee. Count of Osma, for thy words," 
he replied, assuming the same subtle tone ; '* but, hav- 
ing witnessed the display of thy hospitality once this 
evening, will be so uncourteous as to decline troubling 
thee for farther exhibitions of it." 

At this moment the bolts and bars were suddenly 
removed by some persons outside the door leading 
into the hall. Osma's eyes lighted up with pleasure 
as he replied, 

<' Thou shalt not depart till thou hast tasted it, nev- 
ertheless." 

The doors were thrown wide as lie spoke, and 
Sulem the Moor, with a score of men-at-arms, rushed 
into the chamber. 

*' Sulem, thou hast redeemed thy cowardice," said 
the count to him ; and then shouted aloud, '* Seize and 
disarm these traitorous rebels, who would beard their 

B3 
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governor in his very bsmquet-chamber ! If the dogs 
lesisty cut them down !" 

Renault was not taken unawares ; the noise of the 
moving bolts and the elated voice of the Spaniard 
prepared him for a hostile surprise. He gave a single 
coramand,'and his brave courreurs du hois formed them- 
selves, with drawn swords and pistols levelled, on the 
opposite side of the table ; and, when the door was 
thrown open, they were ready to meet and resist the 
expected assailants. While the last word of com. 
mand was yet on the count's lip, Renault wound a 
startling peal on his bugle, and, in answer, had the 
satisfaction to behold through the door green plumes 
waving beyond and above the helmets of the men-at- 
arms, and near the door to hear another bugle reply. 

'^ Stay, Count of Osma," he said, with a smile, *' and, 
ere you seek to enforce your command, tell me the 
meaning of yonder cluster of green plumes !*' 

Osma looked into the hall, and saw with dismay that 
his men-at.arms were closed upon from the rear by a 
band in the same uniform with those within the ban- 
quet-chamber. X 

** Hold, men-at-arms !" he cried, on seeing this su- 
perior force ; ** treachery and rebellion hath the better 
of it this night. Let these retire, if they will, unmo- 
lested." 

** Thou hast done well. Sir Spaniard," said Renault, 
haughtily, '* and hast avoided a second scene such as 
I believe thou wert a party to three years ago !" The 
count replied with a look of deadly hostility, and, as 
Renault led his band from the chamber, he scornfully 
asked, 

** Pray what do men name thee, good youth, that I 
may know to whom I am indebted for this visit to my 
banquet-room ?" 

^ My name is Renault the Quadroon." 

** Ha!" he exclaimed, with unfeigned surprise, and 
then added, with a peculiar smile, that had, he knew 
not why, a most extraordinary effect upon Renault, '< I 
have lately heard of thee. Go, and I will remember 
thee and tiiine /" 
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Renault had, with bis men, passed throu^ Osma's 
mioioofi, and joined the rest of the band without, before 
the last words of Uie Spaniard, which rung forebo^ 
dingly, flashed in their full meaning upon his ear. 

'' On thee and tkine /" he repeated, with alarm. 
'' Azdlie ! Hath he seen her ? Martin," he cried to 
his lieutenant, ^ when we gain the Place d'Armes, ride 
with the band to the rendezvous, and remain till I joiil 
you. Something evil wUl come of this night's work« 
I fear me !" 

In a compact body the band of courrewrs du hois 
marched down through the hall, which had been near- 
iy deserted by the aiariped citizens ofi the approach of 
the men-at-arms, and, gaining ihe square, mounted 
their horses and gail<^^ to their rendezvous ; while 
Renault, on the wings of apprehension and mistrust, 
rode to his owa abod^, which he had not entered since 
his departure a littl/^ after midnight of the night before. 



CHAPTER IL 

^GEMB ^TWBBN TKK COUNT AVP TSB ASSASSm. 

Tas Count of Osma« without a word of explanation, 
remanded his guards to their station in the Plata be- 
fore the palace, and was left only with Sulem and the 
slaves. Sendii^ the latter away, he paced the cham- 
ber which had beefi the scene of such varied events, as 
if to get lime to calm his thoughts. At length the 
agitat^ and violent character of his face settled down 
into a still expression. Not a trace of anger, or vin- 
dictiveness, or disappointment remained. All was 
calm save the eye, which shone with a triumphant 
light. He had formed a plan to avenge himself upon 
Renault, against whom he concentrated all his displeas- 
ure towards his daughter, and his vengeance at being 
thwarted in the assassination of the judges. 
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** Follow me, Sulem," he said, leaving the chamber. 

Traversing half the length of the paved passage 
along which Estelle had guided Renault and his band, 
he opened a door at the left, and entered a small but 
elegant cabinet, with which communicated a sleeping 
and ante room. 

^* Pidst thou not tell me, slave, that this lovely quad- 
roone, Azdlie, had a brother Renault, a youth in great 
faivour with the town's-people, and of late leader of a 
party hostile to Spain 7" 

*• Bveti so, cadi.** 

*' Of whom learned you this f ' 
. ^ Of the same porter at the gate of their dwelling," 
answered the Moor ; for, obedient to his master's 
orders given at the door of the Cathedral, he had, at 
an indifferent, careless pace, followed Azelie to her 
threshold, where, seeing the old porter take a look 
out into the street before closing the gate afler them, 
he skilfully detained him, and, by shrewdly-put ques- 
tions, learned everything he desired to know of the 
quadroope fiimily. He then returned and reported it 
to the count, who, involved in the busy affairs of the 
day, scarce questioned him at the time beyond his re* 
Jation, though by no means indifferent to his commu. 
mcation. He was now free from his engagements, 
and« as bis sudden passion for the fair quadroone was 
stronger theui his resentment against the brother, he 
banished from his breast all else, and gave his mind up 
pnly to its gratification. He reflected a few moments 
fdfter Sulem had answered, and then observed abruptly, 

" Said you not one spoke with you in the hall who 
desired to see me on matters of moment ?" 

** He bade me say he could serve your excellency 
better than a score of men-at-arms if you would give 
bim audience." 

" Did you bid him wait t" 

" Nay, I was hastening with the guard to your re- 
lief—" 

*• Well, well, enough. Go, now, and see thou return 
pot without .himt Stay ! Heard you aught to-day of 
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Ae whereabout of this Jeccentric young— of Don Hen. 
rique I mean 9 He seems to delight in mystery.'' 

*^ Nothing beyond the words of the dark woman.'' 

« Go !" 

Left alone, Garcia of Osma threw himself into a 
aeaty and began to think over the events of the even- 
ing. He had been thwarted in his deliberate and 
coolly-planned attempt to assassinate the provincial ru- 
lers. Did he hope to do so black a deed in secret^ 
and to escape after without suspicion, and walk among 
men unmarked by the finger of detestation? No. He 
was willing — the deed done — to publish it I and, trust- 
ing to the protection of the army he commanded, defy 
the province. To his own king and the Spanish cortes 
he was the representative of his own person, and the 
only source through which his personal acts could be 
officially recognised. He was now foiled indeed ; but, 
inwardly determining that his vengeance should yet 
have its victims, he banished for the present these re- 
flections, and passed the time until Sulem's return in 
the contemplation of the enchanting quadroone, resolv- 
ing to combine his revenge towards Renault with his 
passion for her. 

Sulem had heard fronx the porter of Renault's pride ; 
and the count's knowledge of character plainly told 
him that the high-spirited youth would scarce resign 
his sister to an open enemy, though of so high a rank 
as himself; and that, in pursuing his passioui he was 
best bringing about his vengeance. But Ramarez of 
Osma was not a man to let a deep affront be atoned 
for alone by moral punishment however degrading* 
Not only dishonour and contempt did he hope to heap 
upon Renault through his sister, but he was sure never 
to rest until he had also added his blood. 

While he was meditating on this theme the Moor 
reappeared, and ushered in a short, swarthy man, 
with restless, snaky eyes, that seemed ever watchful 
with suspicion. His dress was a blue frock, thickly 
adorned with bell-shaped silver buttons, the breast and 
cuffii of it covered with needlework. His low-crown- 
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ed hat was worn with a cutthroat, air above his eyes, 
and his smallclothes and hose were of one piece, and 
fitted tightly to a pair of spindle-legs, that had a gliding 
rather than walking motion* He wore scarlet moroc- 
co slippers, a scarlet sash about his waist, and a scar, 
let bandanna kerchief loosely wound about his neck. 
He looked a thorough-paced villain ; and his thin, wiry 
fingers had a constant and nervous clutch against the 
palm, that reminded the observer of stilettos and mid. 
night murders. Osma measured him at a glance, and 
seemed, by a sort of freemasonry and affinity of 
brotherhood, to read him at once. Without hesitation, 
he said instantly to him, 

" You are the man I want." 

<< I thought so," said the other, with a cold laugh. 

** You thought so, villain !" repeated Osma, sternly. 

"I heard you had some matter to settle with the 
quadroon Renault." 

" Who told thee T 

" My own wits, with the aid of my eyes and ears." 

" What is thy name ?" 

"Rascas." 

« Rascal, rather, if I might read it in thy face." 

« We should be cousins, then, for I read it in thine 
to.day." 

" Ha ! this is too bold, sir !" cried the count, half 
drawing his sword. 

** I am here to serve a bold man." 

" Gro to— thou hast as much brass as villany in thee. 
In what wouldst thou serve me?" he demanded, ey- 
ing him sharply. 

** With my dagger." 

^ Thou hast as little grace of speech as of visage, 
sirrah." 

" And am, therefore, fitter for deeds." 

" Wherefore hast thou sought me ?" 

<* To aid thee in thy vengeance and thy passions." 

w Dost thou know this ?" 

** I was in the Cathedral to-day," he answered, dryly. 

" And now do I remember I met thee in the street, 
signory" said Sulem. 
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^ When thou wert coimng from gossiping with Re- 
nault's garrulous porter^'' he answered^ significantly. 

** By the rood, Monsieur Rascas, thou art invaluable 
if thy discretion measure thy subtlety." 

** Gold will buy secrecy." 

^ Be it so. Sulem, place in his hands an onza of 
gold. Thou shalt have this, sirrah, so long as thou 
servest me ^ithfully. But, if thou prove false to mCy 
I shall not be backward in changing it for steel." 

^ Thou art never Imckward in its use, if men lie 
not." 

** Thy tongue is flippant, sirrah." 

<' I did but allude to thy soldierly skill, signer," an- 
swered Rascas, with an ironical leer. 

*<Thou knowest more than thou wouldst seem to 
know of me." 

** We have met in Spain, signer." 

« Ha ! When ?" 

^ On the night the southern tower of the castle of 
Osma fell into the sea." 

The count started with an exclamation, and for a 
moment eyed him fixedly. 

" Wilt trust me, signer ?" asked Rascas, with a con- 
fident smile. 

^ Yes, yes. So thou speak to me no more of this. 
Thou hast been a wanderer since — " 

" That night's work, dost thou mean ?" 

<< Speak of it again, and thou diest." 

"Why, blood-letting afterward I took to so kindly, 
that Spain became too warm for me, and I have since 
been a traveller on other men's purses. But this prov- 
ince hath no wealthy hidalgoes ; and I was wellnigh 
impoverished and tempted to take to the highway, 
when your excellency came and filled me with hopes ; 
for, by mine honour, though I have done a kindly deed 
for many a cavalier since, I have never served so free 
a hand as thyself." 

" Thou art a rare villain, sirrah ; and I marvel thou 
art unhung.? 

" The devil hath sworn I shall not hang till agreat^ 
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et togUd than t be found to bang with me," said the 
professional -assassin, with a forwaird and bold bearing, 
that caused the Count of Osma to bite his lip with 
shame and vexation ; for joint crime is a lereller ot 
all distinctions of rank, and he keenly felt it to be so. 

** Rascas^ thou hast done well in coming hither ; I 
have need b( thee, though not of thy dagger, this very 
hour," he said, in a grave tone, that gave him to un- 
derstand it was time for him to restredn his freedom 
0^ tbngue, and devote himself to the will of his new 
master. " Your knowledge of this city and people 
will be of infinite use to me." 

^ Speak, signer !" he said, with attention. 

In a few words the count detailed the scenes that 
hftd tfeinspired in the banquet-chamber, much of which 
the wily villain had learned through listening, and that 
spirit of ever-active suspicion which caused him to 
know, as if by intuition, everything that passed around 
lum, if by any means he might work mischief out of 
it for his own ends. 

» Now, sirrah, I would have you bear this note," he 
said, writing it as he spoke, ^ to the colonel of my 
cuirassiers in the barracks. It is a command for him 
to mount and follow you with sixty horse. These 
station at the eastern gate, and, if not too late, take 
these councillors prisoners as they ride forth. Here 
is a new countersign for the night, Sulem," he con* 
tinned to his slave, '^ which bear to the captain of the 
palace guards, and command him instantly to have it 
delivered to all the posts ; then go thyself, and, on thy 
life, see that every barrier be closed for the night save 
the eastern gate. Fly, and, having done my bidding, 
hasten back hither." 

« It shall be done." 

•* Now, Rascas, I depend on your sagacity and cun- 
ning, as much as on the courage of my cuirassiers, to 
seize these rebellious judges. It is not half an hour 
since they leltj and it will take time for them to pre. 
pare and get to saddle. If they have passed the gate, 
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** What shall be done with them, signor, if taken ?" 

** Cast them into the keep of the prison, and then 
bring me word. See that it is done without parade 
or show or tumult. Away with thee." 

I'he assassin glided from the apartment, and when 
his light, swift tread ceased to reach his ear, the Count 
of Osma threw over his rich banquet dress a sable 
velvet cloak, and covered his. brow' with a black Span- 
ish bonnet without a plume ; then exchanging his 
dress sword for a short hanger,' and concealing his face 
to the eyes with the folds of the mantle, he left the 
cabinet, and, entering the marble passage, paused an 
instant, as if undetermined which way to go. At 
length he exclaimed, 

** A guerdon of thanks to this Renault. Yonder 
private door, which he opened for the escape of the 
councillors from the banquet-room, will aid my secret 
departure from the palace." 

He was about to turn in this direction, when the 
light from Estelle's door arrested his eye. He chan- 
ged his purpose instantly on seeing this, and walked 
rapidly and noiselessly towards her apartment. The 
door was ajar, and open wide enough to admit him. 
He softly entered the antechamber, where two of heif 
slaves' were sleeping on mats laid before tbe inner 
door of her toilet closet. This door was open, and 
all was still within. He entered, and beheld hi^ 
daughter kneeling beside an ottoman, on which her' 
heaa rested, her face laid on her snowy arm, sleeping 
like a child. A tear was on one cheek, and a liquid 
drop glittered with trembling lustre upon her long eye* 
lash. He gazed upon this sweet picture a few mo- 
ments, and his face grew sad and tender. 

" Poor child, thou hast wept thyself to sleep !" he 
said, half audibly. '' She hath but acted like a loving 
daughter, to save a guilty father from what she es- 
teemed a crime — not understanding I have power 
of life and death ! Sweet child ! Thou lovest me, 
Lil, and thou art, of human kind, all my stern heart 
yearns to ! - I have too often wounded thy generous 

Vol. II.— C 
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spirit. I will forgive thee when thou wakest, for thou 
art unhappy." 

He stooped and kissed her, and the touch of his 
lip instantly awoke her. She opened her eyes, and, 
seeing who it was, and the kind look with which he 
was bending over her, threw her arms around him, 
and, joyfully repeating " my dear father," burst into 
tears. 

" Nay, Lil, thou hast my forgiveness," he said, af. 
fectionately. 

" Thou art ever kind to me, dearest father ! Oh 
that thou wert not thine own enemy !" 

" Thine error is, child, that thou judgest my acts as 
a conqueror and governor of a rebellious province, as 
thou wbuldst do those of a private person. Does the 
king commit a crime when he condemns a traitor 
to the scaffold ? Is a judge a murderer who senten- 
ces the murderer to death ? These men have done 
deeds worthy of death. They have strengthened the 
resistance of the colonists ; have been the fomenters 
of sedition in the town ; and have not only refused to 
surrender their authority and the seals of the province, 
but have traitorously dissolved their body, and, by the 
act, placed theipselves in the attitude of rebels. 'Fore 
Heaven ! they are well worthy of death." 

" There is the tribunal of the Cabildo, my father, 
where they should have been arraigned." 

** The judgment of the Cabildo is but the echo of 
my own, girl. I adjudged them worthy of death 
in the tribunal of my own ipind , the Cabildo would 
have done the same." 

<* Nevertheless, thou wouldst have escaped the odi- 
um of the act, and not taken into thine own hands the 
duty of the public executioner !" she answered, with 
animation. 

" Thou hast well spoken, child," he said, with a 
changed manner, after a moment's thought; **they 
have DOW escaped. If taken, they shall be arraigned 
before the tribunal of the Cabildo, as you desire. I 
ought to thank thee that I did not make my banquet- 
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room a slaughter-house for the rebels,** he continued» 
smiling and tapping her cheek ; '' but I would have 
made an example of them to the people, and every 
hour's delay was dangerous, inasmuch as rumours 
reached me that they were already conspiring against 
my power. The escapade of three hundred horsemen 
through the eastern gate before dawn reported by the 
captain of the guard, I have reason to think they had 
something to do with. Now, my daughter, I have for- 
given thee this once for thy filial love ; but let not 
any future interference in my affairs call from me 
harsh chidings where alone I would speak the lan- 
guage of affection. Seek thy couch ! To-morrow I 
will have an entertainment for thee ta receive the fair 
signoras of the town, who, doubtless, desirous of fol- 
lowing the example of their lords, would gladly throng 
hither to pay homage to thy rank and beauty." 

" Nay, father, I need it not." 

<<It becomes our station, daughter, to endure the 
ceremony ; besides," he added, with a smile, " I would 
see, with a father's jealousy, if Louisiana has loveli- 
ness to match thine. Seek thy couch early, that the 
rose in the morning may take the place of the lily 
now on thy cheek. Good-night, mia alma,^* he added, 
kissing her. 

Then, casting his mantle about his noble form, this 
subtle, designing, intriguing man — the more dangerous 
for the virtues that mingled with his vices — left the 
chamber, and traversed the paved passage to the private 
banquet-room. He was about to enter, when a voice 
within arrested his steps. Advancing cautiously for- 
ward, he saw through the partly-open door a singular- 
looking being sitting in his own state-chair, at the head 
of the gold and silver piled board, with a goblet of wine 
in one hand and a pineapple in the other, alternately 
sipping of the wine and eating of the fruit, keeping up 
a running soliloquy between. His dress consisted of 
a yellow doublet, spotted with black fleur-de-lis ; scar- 
let breeches, and a high, conical cap of flaming red. 
His shape was ludicrously deformed, a hump-back 
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here, and a bandy-leg there ; while the count wonder* 
ed at his physiognomy, having never before beheld so 
extraordinary a one. He, moreover, seemed drunk. 

" Now I would steal this gold cup an' I knew it to 
be gold," he soliloquized, surveying the goblet wish- 
fully ; ** but gold hath a look o' brass ; and, were I to 
steal a brass goblet for a gold one, I'd hang myself for 
an ass. Here be a silver tankard ; that has a good 
complexion and genuine. I'll put that in my pocket," 
he said, suiting the action to the word. " There is a 
gold salt-spoon ; verily it doth look like brass ; but, an' 
it were not gold, methihks cousin Spain would not 
have it. I will take it at a venture ; and, as the salt- 
cellar is of no value without the spoon, like a mortar 
without pestle, I must needs let it keep company with 
the spoon. I would gossip Boviedo were here. He 
could tell me an' these platters be silver. An' I thought 
so, I would have the largest, and cut it up into twelve, 
penny bits. This bottle is out, but here is one that 
hath a cup gone out o' it ; I will e'en fill from it. 'Tis 
strange I am not drunk! Had I brains like other 
men for the wine to get into, I had been dead drunk 
two good hours agone! Cousin Spain hath made a 
bountiful — a bounteous supper," he said, surveying the 
gorgeous board ; " it were a lucky hour I found my 
way in here, and especially discovered this snug sup- 
per, after my false subjects had left me for drunk in the 
other room. 'Tis true (this wine hath flavour !) I did 
roll off the table ; but wine that doth not put a true 
man on his back hath water in it — (Ah ! this is rare 
wine ; here's to cousin Osma's health !) — but I got to 
my feet again when I had laid long enough to do cred- 
it to the vintage. (This is grown in Madeira, or Go- 
bin b a fool.) I would cousin Spain were here to 
hob and nob ; 'tis dull work drinking alone ; it will 
take till daylight to put all these seventeen bottles o' 
wine 'eneath my belt. (I shall never love any other 
wine save cousin Osma's after this.) I can get drunk 
nine times at a sitting on't, and go home sober. Out 
6n the vile trash gossip Boviedo and I were sopping 
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our insides with last night K If a man get drunk on 
it, he lieth twenty-four hours like a hog, and waketh 
up with his head split in two. Here's to cousin Osma, 
and may he never want good wine, or Gohin to drink 
it for him !" he added, emptying his goblet for the 
third time since he was first discovered by the count. 

" Here's to cousin Grobin, who shall never drink bad 
wine while Osma can give him good," responded the 
count, amused at Grobin's soliloquy, and instantly ap. 
preciating and chiming in with the humour of his char- 
acter. He had entered the chamber before he spoke, 
and, advancing unseen vto the table, had a goblet already 
in his hand, when Gobin looked up and beheld him. 

''Art thou cousin Osma?" he asked, lyith ready 
self-possession. 

** None other, gossip Gobin. Dost thou love wine ?" 

" Doth an unweaned child love its mother's milk V* 
he answered, without being moved by the sudden ap. 
pearance of the governor. 

^How many goblets hast thou emptied, gossip?" 
asked the count, smiling. 

** When I get this and another down that I shall soon 
pour out, cousin, I shall have seen the bottom o' it elev- 
en times since I adjourned to this room." 

" Hast thou been feasting in the hall, too ?" 

*< Wouldst thou have a man stuff his gullet with meat 
when wine abounds ? I have been Uhing, cousin, not 
feasting — no, by my mother's beard !" 

•* And how many cups didst thou put down there ?" 

^ Nineteen, cousin, and should ha' rounded the score 
had I not tumbled off the table." 

'' How comest thou here, then, in such sober guise ?" 

*' The goodness o' the wine, cousin Osma, I got 
drunk upon. I slept twenty minutes like an infanti 
and got up as fresh as if ^ine had not crossed my lip 
for a twelvemonth. Finding my compatriots fled^ and 
seeing a door partly open, I ventured in, and soon i^iade 
myself at home here." 

"So I perceive, worthy Gobin, and am glad thou 
lovest my wine. Art thou in servipe in the town ?" 

C2 
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'< I am a gentleman of leisure, and live by mother 
wit," he answered, gravely. 

" Wilt thou take service with me at wages ? Thou 
shalt serve at court." 

<'Nay, folly is at a discount in courts. Nothing 
hath merit nowadays but wine," he answered, emp. 
tying his cup. 

" Thou shalt drink such wine as that at thy dinner 
each day/' said the count, taken with a sudden humour 
to attach him to his household. 

^< I have a conscience at swearing allegiance, cousin." 

'* Thou shalt not owe allegiance save to mirth and 
folly. Our palace ia somewhat grave, and we would 
make thee master of mirth. Wilt thou serve me ?" 

." Verily will I do't, till I find a master who keepeth 
better wine than thou dost. Iiet\is take a goblet upon 
it, gossip." 

The count drank to him by the title of Bacchus the 
Second, and then was about to deliver him, with the 
deserted banquet-halls, to the care of his master of 
the ceremonies, who chanced to approach at that mo^ 
ment, when Gobin drew from his vest a small folded 
and sealed paper, saying, with a drunken hiccough, 

'' Speakin' o' Bacchus, gossip Spain, reminds me 
that a womankind made me a Mercury, and bade me 
place this in thy hands ere I touched goblet to Hp, 
Thou seest I have most faithfully done her bidding !" 

" A most trusty messenger," said the count, taking 
the note from him. 

' With an eager and surprised eye, he read the super. 
Bcription to " The most noble Count Ramarez of Osma,'* 
in a strong but evidently female hand« He tore it 
open, 

" Nininef the mother of the Quadroone Azelie, has 
vnineased the nolle Count Osmd's admiration of her 
daughter. If agreeable to his excellency to grant her 
an audience in his own cabinet, the irUimation of Ma 
wishes will he a command to 
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The eonnt read this extraordinary, but in that clime, 
in that day, no unusual document, with a degree of grat- 
ification he could not conceal. 

. ** This is far beyond my hopes ! Fortune hath fa. 
voured me strangely," he said, half aloud. <* How well 
hath that handsome, intriguing mother read my deep 
passion! This is my first lesson in the romance oi 
this Western Ind, I will go to this interview, and, 
thanks to my cousin Gobin, I shall not have to trust to 
stratagem, as I was about to do, to gain admittance be^ 
neath the same roof with this divine Azdlie. Now are 
love and revenge both in my grasp." 

He threw aside, as he spoke, the arras that concealed 
the door through which the councillors had escaped, 
and, followed by his Cuban bloodhound, descended 
the stairway to the street. Here he carefully and ef. 
fectually enveloped his features and person in the folds 
of his mantle from the scrutiny of passers-by ; for at 
that early hour, nine o'clock having just sti^ck, the 
Place d'Armes and streets adjacent were filled with 
revellers retiring from the banquet, and citizens, male 
and female, drawn forth either by curiosity or the calm 
beauty of the night. Then, taking his way for a short 
distance along the shaded wall of the prison, he turned 
into a side street and disappeared. 



CHAPTER III. 

TWILIGHT SCENE BETWEEN LOVERS. 

ApTETi the departure of Renault from the couch of 
his sleeping guest, Don Henrique (for back to this pe- 
riod does the story now return), the senses of the 
wounded cavalier, it has been seen, were lulled to 
sleep by the soil and distant music of the mandoline 
and commingling voice of Azelie^ When he awoke, 
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the golden sunlight of a tropical afternoon shone aslant 
into the court, and the atmosphere was of a still, dreamy 
character, that seemed to invite to indolent repose all 
living things. It was the voluptuous hour of the siesta, 
when the dwellers in southern climes resign themselves 
to the drowsy influence of the time, and households 
and cities are buried in the deep repose of midnight, 
until the evening breezes, that stir the lethargic air, 
awaken them with renewed life and energies. But 
Don Henrique required no sleep. Twelve hours of 
undisturbed rest had invigorated him. He felt free 
from pain, and all trace of suffering and illness had dis. 
appeared. His spirits were fresh and elastic as his 
body ; and, save from the remembrance that he had 
recently lost blood, he would not have known that the 
usual condition of his bodily health had been inter- 
rupted. 

" How perfectly well I am !" he said, on opening his 
eyes. " If it were not that I am here," added he, look- 
ing around him, *' I should believe I had been dream- 
ing of conflicts and wounds, of illness, and of a lovely 
maiden watching my pillow. How my heart bounds 
at the recollection of her scarcely earthly beauty ! I 
am now well, thanks to her tender care, and that of 
her brave and gallant brother, and have no farther ex- 
cuse for intruding on their hospitality. I must depart, 
yet would, methinks, lie wounded here for ever, for 
her gentle company ; I will see her ere I go, and thank 
her for her charity, drinking' in the while Love's poi- 
son from the well of her dark eyes. Ha ! I have slept 
well ! There sounds five o'clock, with a thick, muffled 
tone, as if it would not wake the slumbering town. 
How still is all, save the falling of the water in the 
fountain, and the hum of flies that seek the shade to 
sport in ! It is quiet as midnight ! Even the birds, 
that last night made the orange groves without elo- 
quent with song, are now hushed ! I will take this 
time to loiter about the court and pleasant cloisters of 
the mansion ; for these Orleannois have a delightful idea 
of domestic luxury, and a most perfect taste in the uni- 
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son of the useful and ornamental : surely this very 
room hath no equal in Spain! Yonder carved and 
gilded corridors, with their Venetian blinds and lat- 
ticed sides, invite to walk ; while the music of falling 
water, and, by moonlight, the singing of birds, and the 
pleasant groves of orange-trees, are present to delight 
the ear and eye« I will go and loiter there until my 
lovely hostess or her brother awake ; for roethinks I 
myself am the only one not sleeping in the town !" 

He arose when he had thus soliloquized, and, as he 
did so, a slave, whom he had not hitherto seen, advan- 
ced from a recess with a bowl and ewer of iced- water 
in his hand, and, silently kneeling before him, held them 
for his service; another followed, bearing a snowy 
napkin, and holding a silver tray, covered with vessels 
and instruments for the toilet of the most elegant and 
costly description. His surprise at their sudden ap- 
pearance did not prevent him from making the intend- 
ed use of their services ; and having performed his ab- 
lutions and made his toilet, he resumed his weapons. 
Then, placing his Spanish bonnet beneath his arm, he 
was about to demand of them whether their master 
had returned, when, to his surprise, he found he was 
alone. 

" These slaves appear and disappear like magic," 
he said, vexed at their departure before he could learn 
anything of either of his youthful hosts ; ** but, by'r 
lady ! they are bearers of sweet odours, and are skilful 
at a cavalier's toilet. Jove ne'er had his beard per- 
fumed with such rich scent as the rogues have laid 
upon my mustache withal ! If they had ended their 
handiwork by leaving me a cup of coffee or a— 
Here am I served with a wish on my lip !" he cried, 
as two more slaves, bearing salvers with cofiee and 
delicate refreshments, at this instant appeared. '* This 
is hospitality indeed, where one no sooner wishes than 
his desire is gratified ! These ebony gentlemen shall 
not escape, like their fellows, unquestioned," he added, 
as he seated s himself to the sumptuous repast they 
spread before him. 



34 THE quadBiOone; or, 

*< Now, gallons,'' he asked, when he had completed 
his grateful meal, to which his long fast enabled him 
to do justice, turning to the slaves behind him, ^ prithee 
tell me by whose orders I am thus princely enter- 
tained?" 

The slaves crossed their hands upon their breasts, 
shook their heads, and then touched their lips with a 
fore finger. 

" A re the rogues dumb, or know they not my speech 7" 
he asked of himself. '* Where is your master ? Say 
his guest would speak with him !" 

'Oiey again made a gesture rather of ignorance of 
his words than of mysterious silence, as he was dis- 
posed to attribute it to at first, and then, making an 
obeisance, silently removed the salvers from before 
him and disappeared from the room. 

" I clearly see I cannot increase greatly in knowl- 
edge from these speechless slaves of my hospitable en. 
tertainer, and must fain be patient till he choose to 
make his appearance in person. I feel in better health 
and spirits than I have done since I left Spain. There 
is magic in a maiden's nursing, or strange health is in 
this southern air ! I will forth into the court, where I 
see the wind is slightly moving yonder acacia top, 
and inspire it. Perchance fortune may favour me also 
with a sight of the fair girl, whose image Sleep, with 
noiseless burin, has engraven indelibly on my heart. 
I certainly am fascinated with her beauty, and most 
truly has she impressed me with feelings to which my 
heart has been hitherto a stranger. This may be, and 
may not be love. Time will determine. Then her 
condition ! . Ha ! I had wellnigh forgotten it. A slave 
— at least the child of a slave ! the offspring of guilt — 
and, and — it will out — with Ethiopian blood in her 
veins ! This, then, is she who has touched thy heart, 
Henrique ! Can such a one be loved by thee ? No, 
not if she were guilty of her mother's bondage and of 
her slavish descent — No ! But is she guilty of these ? 
Is she not as fair and glorious in virgin beauty as if 
descendant from a long line of European kings? Do 
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I love her» then, or hate her for the acts of the genera- 
tion before her, or for the blood of her ancestors, so 
long as she bears none of either in her own person, 
but appears a creation of all beauty, grace, and purity ? 
Besides, if I do love her, as I begin to suspect I do, I 
love hex for herself f Had she risen, all lovely as she 
is, from a fountain, or bounded from an opening rose* 
bud upon the ground (mortal save in birth), would she 
not have been worthy to be loved and even ad<3red ? 
What is it to me if she is now in all else this very 
thing, whether she be derived from kings or slaves, or 
sprung from a rose or a fountain, without father or 
mother ? But this is weak sophistry for the test of the 
world, and, I must confess, my heart hath more to do in 
framing it than my head. Nay, I must see her again, 
and either break or more firmly bind the chain her 
singular beauty has flung around me." 

Don Henrique then idly lounged from the apartment 
which had been the scene of events so interesting to 
his heart, sensibly touched by the beauty and condition 
of the lovely quadroone, and entered upon a spacious 
corridor, that was continued along the four sides of the 
quadrangle, and protected from the sun by lattice-work 
constructed between the snowowbite columns that sup. 
ported it. 

This lattice was thickly covered with flowing vines, 
which, tastefully entwining around the columns to their 
capitals, fell gracefully down to the ground again, or, 
artfully fashioned into festoons, swung from pillar to 
pillar. At intervals were open arches communicating 
with the court, which was ornamented on every side 
with dark-polished leaved shrubs, growing in gigantic 
urns, and bearing magnificent flowers on stately stalks ; 
while lesser plants, in porcelain or marble vases, form- 
ed everywhere tasteful walks and figures, and orange, 
ilUhea, lemon, acacia, and other trees, planted in 
groups, cast a cool and almost impervious shade be- 
neath. In the midst stood a fountain of white marble, 
the spray shooting upward from a lion*s mouth, and 
descending upon a statue of Niobct The soft, basy 
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sunlight fell upon the scene, and gave to the whole a 
rich Oriental character, that was in harmony with the 
youthful cavalier's feelings. He approached the fount- 
ain, and startled from their sunny slumhers in its basin 
troops of gold fishes, while, at his footstep, beautiful 
birds, with a quick, musical chirp, flitted from the 
branches of a laurel near the fountain, and sought a 
retreat in an orange-tree on the farther side of the 
court. 

^ This is indeed a paradise, as I conceived when I 
first waked from insensibility afler being brought hith- 
er," he said, seating himself upon an Indian settee 
placed beneath the laurel-tree ; ** how little do we Eu- 
ropeans know of the voluptuous life of southern climes, 
I shall have rare modes of luxury to bear back to Cas^ 
tile ! and, if I could carry with me this houri of my 
paradise ! — and, pray, what shall hinder me ? — if I can 
persuade her to fall in love with a wandering cavalier, 
as I have certainly done with her. Ay de mi ! I will 
neither say nor gainsay, but let love lake its course. 
If Heaven has paired us above, we shall surely be 
wedded below. So I will e'en leave it to Heaven, de- 
voutly trusting it will side with my heart's hopes." 

Thus mused Don Henrique as he sat by the fountain, 
and his ^thoughts continued to flow in this current, 
aided by his recollection of all that Renault had related 
to him, until, imperceptibly, evening stole over the 
spot, and he was aroused from his meditations by the 
first notes of the nightingale singing to an early star. 
He rose with the intention of returning to the apart- 
ment he had lefl, but, seeing that the openings to the 
corridor between the pillars were alike on every side, 
he was at a loss to distinguish that by which he had is- 
sued ; after a moment's reflection, he walked towards 
the verdant arch by which he believed he must have 
entered, and was about to pass through into the corri- 
dor, when he discovered that the door that should have 
answered to his own was partly screened by a circular 
curtain, and much smaller than the stately folding 
leaves that led to his apartment. 
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He was about to retreat, when a voice within thrill- 
ed to his soul. It was that of Azdlie. It was the first 
note of a song, ii(hich, in a low, plaintive, and most 
touching voice, 6he sang throughout, while he listened 
entranced. It told the story of her &te, and his heart 
wept for her. It told that she loved him, and it bound, 
ed with strange joy. It told of despair, and he could 
Scarcely restrain the impulse to spring forward, cast 
himself at her feet, and bid her hope and live. Her 
voice accompanied no instrument, but flowed a simple 
strain of liquid, vocal melody, natural and warbling, 
but of that power which fills the soul with those ex- 
quisite sensations that have caused mankind to place 
oral music in the highest order of intellectual and hu- 
man efforts. These are the words he listened to : 

Love bringeth each other young maideii 
A world of joyance and bliss ; ' 

Bat, alas ! to me cometh I^en 
With nothing but wo*8 bitterneM. 

Wo'sme! 

He goeth with smiles in his eyes 

To all other hearts, far and near ; 
Hut to mine cometh laden with sig^. 

To inhie ever comes with a tear. 

Wo'sme! 

Oh 1 why will he come to my heart, 

And fill me with grief and despair ! 
Cruel Love ! I prithee depart, 

And to grieve my bosom foirbear ! 

Wo*s me ! 

Thou hast shown it the image of one. 
Whom for mift 'tis guilt to Keep there ! 

ok ! what hast thou cruelly done, 
In ^ wickedly guiding him here ? 

Wo's me ! 

His eyes thou hast filled v^th a charm. 

His voice to my heart made a snare ; 
Oh ! why hast thou wished to me harm ? 

Love — Love thou ! I bid thee beware ! 

Wo's me ! 

Thou*st kiird me, false Love, with thy dart ; 

My heart with sorrow is torn ; 
Thou hast acted the cruellest part, 

In making m^ love but to mourn. 

Wo'sme! 

Vol. II.— D 
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I mourn for the calm of the tomb — 

My spirit will soon be set free — 
To soar where affection doth bloom, 

Where true loye requited shall be. 

Joy's roe ! 

The voice trembled, and seemed most full of sadness 
as she sang the last stanza. 

Drawn insensibly nearer the door, lest one sweet 
note or accent should escape his entranced ear, Don 
Henrique found himself, when the song ended, standing 
within a step of the crimson curtain, which, half with- 
drawn from across the entrance, exposed a part of the 
interior. It was a lady's boudoir he saw at once by 
the hundred little delicacies that met his eye. 

Silence had followed the music of the plaintive voice. 
His heart was touched by its echo still. He felt the 
influence, too, of the hour and time. It was twilight ; 
the soft, rosy light shed a delicate lustre over every- 
thing around him, and touched his feelings with the 
subdued harmony that prevailed. It was the hour of 
tender thought and gentle feelings : for sadness — for 
tears. Who has not experienced the power of even- 
tide? Who has not loved to sit by the deep-shadowed 
casement, through which is faintly reflected the west- 
ern red of the just departed sun, and give wing to 
thought ? How gentle are the images that come then, 
whether of memory or of fancy, to the soul ! How 
sad, how tender — often how full of quiet and pleasing 
melancholy ! How the heart loves to lose itself in the 
misty, dreamy world of its own creations ! How oft- 
en does religion, like gentle dew from heaven, then fall 
upon it, and how naturally do tears then come into the 
eyes ! Most sacred hour ! Sabbath-time of the day ! 
How the heart loves its still communion with itself 
then, save in the bosoms of the dark and guilty. To 
such twilight is, indeed, a fearful time. They fly it, 
because they tremble to yield to a power which com- 
pels them to hold converse with themselves. With 
such, the sun is no sooner set, than the sacredness of 
the hour is desecrated by the intrusion of artificial 
light. Oh ! who that is innocent in heart, or does not 
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shrink from the knowledge of himself, and knows the 
blessed influence of the twilight-time upon his own 
feelings, would consent to part with its sweet pleasure, 
and deprive himself, in this world, of an enjoyment so 
intellectual and spiritual, that it may be termed a fore- 
taste of that which is to come ! 

Don Henrique's feelings were in tone with the hour, 
and the touching melody of Az^lie's voice filled his 
soul with the tenderest sensibility. He desired to 
mingle his feelings with hers ! To sooth her grief; 
and, it must be said, to be once more> if but for a mo- 
ment, within the influence of her beauty. Involun- 
tarily he laid his hand upon the curtain — hesitated — 
became irresolute ; and then, as if imboldened by his 
love and the favouring hour, he gently lifted aside the 
drapery. 

Within was Az^lie, kneeling before a small house- 
hold shrine, her face buried in her dark tresses, which 
were dishevelled, and fell with the negligence of grief 
about her scarcely veiled neck. She was apparently 
in silent prayer. Her whole form was instinct with 
life, and heaved with strong emotion. At intervals, a 
faint moan reached his ear. On the altar burned a 
silver lamp, diffusing an odour of incense throughout 
the boudoir. The richness and luxury of the apart- 
ment scarcely arrested his glance ; his gaze rested on 
a single object, and, save the lovely worshipper, he 
saw nothjing. He even stilled the beating of his heart, 
and, softly approaching her, removed his bonnet, and 
kneeled by her side. Oh, love ! what limit has thy 
power over the heart ! For a few moments he knelt 
by her, and then, in the softest whisper of tenderest 
solicitude and sympathy, breathed her name. 

"Dearest brother!" she said, in a tone of grief, 
without lifting her head, " you have come to see me 
die!" 

" Nay, sweet Az^lie, if love hath broken thy heart, 
love shall mend it again for thee. Dry up those star- 
ry fountains of tears, and love shall henceforward visit 
thee * with smiles/ " said Don Henrique, speaking in a 
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tone so frank and generous, so soothing and tender, 
that her startled surprise at finding, instead of her 
brother, the young Spanish cavalier kneeling by her 
side, was in a measure lost in the words he spoke. 

She at first lifted her head and looked upon him 
with wild alarm ; but, as he proceeded, convinced by 
his words that he had heard her song, and knew the 
state of (ler heart, this emotion changed to one of 
maidenly shame. Her brow and bosom glowed with 
crimson ; she attempted to say something, but her 
voice failed her ; the blood rushed back to her heart ; 
a deadly paleness overspread her face, and she sunk 
forward with her forehead upon the altar step. He 
thought she had become insensible, and cried with 
alarm, catching her in his arms to arrest her fall, 

" I have killed her by my imprudence !" 

Then, snatching up a fiask of eau de vie, he was 
about to bathe her forehead and hands freely, when, 
finding herself in the arms of the young cavalier, the 
fugitive blood hastened again to restore the brightness 
to her cheek and lip, and, rising with a dignity most 
becoming, she said, 

" I thank thee, signer, for thy proffered aid. Pray 
leave me ! I have permitted a secret that I meant 
should have died with me to escape me, and can only 
atone for it by the deep maidenly shame that now 
burns niy brow. Leave me, I pray thee, signer ; and 
if thou art as good and generous as I believe thee to 
be, forget that thou hast ever seen me !" 

'' Dearest lady," he cried, in a tone most impai- 
sioned. 

" Nay, mock me not, signer ! I am a quadroone /" 

<* Heaven is my witness, lovely maid, I meant thee 
BO mockery. I know thy history, thy condition, and 
its penalty." 

" Then why art thou here ? Fly and leave me for 
ever ! It may not be that thou shouldst remain here !" 

«« Dearest Az^lie !" he said, with deep feeling, " I 
have been the involuntary listener to your confessed 
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love ! Nay, turn not so deadly pale ! Here, on my 
knees, I swear to thee 'tis requited." 

** I may not listen to thee without guilt ; thy love is 
shame and infamy ! I pray thee leave me." 

** Thy heart swells in thine eyes while thou biddest 
me go, dearest Azdlie ! Wherefore be so cruel ? I 
love thee." 

"It is because thou lovest me — ^because thou art 
loved by me," she said, with fervour, '< that I bid thee 

go!" 

" Dearest and loveliest of women !" he cried, taking 
her hand, " let there be no dissimulation between thee 
and me. Accident has betrayed our mutual loves. 
Let us not mutually fill the cup of each other's misery. 
Heaven hath made us for one another, and I beg thee 
seek not, to thine own evident pain, to avert its de- 
crees !" 

** Nay, signoY, Heaven never hath decreed guilt, nor 
will it let the strongest love of mortals hide crime 
committed under it. Go, I entreat thee ! Each mo- 
ment thou lingerest here is fatal to my peace." 

" Crime ! What mean thy words ! Is it guilt to 
love ?" 

" A quadroone/^ she answered, with a supernatural 
"effort at maintaining sufficient firmness. 

" That word has given the key to all thy language 
and bearing," he said, with a countenance expressive 
of delight. " Thou hast done me wrong, sweet Az^lie. 
On such love as I offer. Heaven will smile. Here, 
kneeling at thy feet, I ask thee if thou wilt become 
my bride ?" 

" Thy bride /" she repeated, with a voice half 
trembling between hope and doubt. 

" My honourable wife !" he said, solemnly, taking 
lier hand and fervently pressing it to his lips. 

" Wife — ^bride ! his honourable wife ! said he ?" she 
repeated, unconsciously, aloud, as if lost ^d stunned 
by the strange words that fell on her ear. 

" Even so, sweet Az^lie ! Nay, look not so wildly ! 

D2 
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Keep thy reason to her seat ! Wilt thou become my 
wife V and he kissed her brow. 

^ A wife, and the wife of him my soul loveth !" said 
she, with deep joy. 

" Yes, be my own sweet wife." 

" 'Tis more joy than my heart can hold," she cried, 
with the most exquisite happiness in her voice and 
face. 

" Then pour out its fulness into my bosom," he said, 
clasping her yielding form in his arms, and imprinting 
upon her lips the seal of his pure and honourable love. 

Who may truly describe the happiness of two 
hearts thus united by the tendexest union of kindred 
souls ! How perfect had been love's work in those 
hours of watching, when, bending over his pillow, she 
drank in the delicious poison of her love ! Her 
touching sorrows and gentle beauty, as she kneeled 
by the altar, had sealed for ever the passion that had 
entered his bosom when he awoke and beheld her 
sleeping beside him ! Love had done much, very 
much, in a few short hours ; but his work can be done 
in a day or in an hour's time, and by a single glance 
as well as in years of uninterrupted fellowship. Azd- 
lie suffered Ids arms to enfold her for a moment — a 
moment so happy that it compensated for all her life's 
sorrows ; and then lifted to his her tearful face, through 
the April clouds of which struggled the sunshine of 
her liappy heart. He gazed on her with tender rap- 
ture, and again pressed her to his breast. 

" My own eiweet Azelie," he exclaimed, looking 
down into her soft, grateful eyes ; " if I have made 
thee happy, thQu hast made me happier still. Many 
maidens of many lands have I bowed down before in 
wondering adoration of their beauty, but never be- 
fore has woman received the homage of my heart ! 
It has remained for tl)y retiring and modest beauty— > 
for thine eyes' witchery and thy voice's fascination-— 
for the charms of thy mind 93 well as those pf thy 
person, to command the worship of my spirit. Thou 
knowest me not ; yet thy love, as it ever does in wom- 



ST. MICHABL's DAT. 43 

an, has ennobled its object. But fear not ; thou hast 
placed thy afiections on one who is not unworthy thy- 
self, or the purity and fervour of thy affections. Thy 
eyesy I now see, would ask me who I am. Thou 
knowest me to be a Spanish cavalier and gentleman. 
Gail me Don Henrique — nay, Henriqw were sweeter 
from thy lips — and thou shalt, ere long, know what, but 
for reasons connected with thy safety, and that I may 
in secret observe for a time the doubtful conduct of 
another, I would now reveal. I pray thee, for the pres. 
ent, sweetest, let me be to thee Henrique." 

^ Love hath no name nor rank ! Be mine— love 
me still, as thy eyes tell me thou dost — and I seek to 
know nothing beyond that ihou lovest me /" she said, in 
a tone so musical and soft that he rapturously kissed 
the lips that distilled such melody. 

She withdrew blushingly from his embrace, and a 
melancholy expression passed over her, features. 

^ What is this, dearest ? If my love hath ofiended 
thy virgin propriety, I pray thee pardon me, for love's 
o&nces should have for excuse its love^" 

** Thou hast not offended me, signer," she answer- 
ed ; but, without lifting her large black eyes from the 
ground, as if sadness sat heavily on the fringed eye- 
lids, ^ thou hast scarce offended ; but I have thought," 
she added, with artlessness, *' that thou wilt not forget 
my condition — and despise where now thou lovest." 

^Dost thou believe I love thee, then?" he asked, 
with fervour. 

*^ My heart tells me so. Nay, methinks I could not 
lov&«thee as I do, didst thou not love me," she answer- 
ed, lifting to him her eyes, that were bright with affec- 
tion, and then dropping them again upon the floor. 

^ Then, if thou believest this," he answered, with 
passionate earnestness, ^ why fear that my love shall 
cease ? Thou doest me wrong, dearest," said he, with 
a countenance s6 full of sorrow that it was apparent 
his heart and happiness were bound up in her. 

^ Nay, then, I will not doubt ; yet, if thou wert as 
constant and strong in thy love as !» thou coukist nev- 
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er but love; for methinks, dearest Henrique," she 
said, placing a hand in his, and looking up into his 
eyes full of trust and confidence, *• if I were a prin- 
cess, loving thee as I do, I should not cease to love 
thee shouldst thou prove to be a — ^slave ! nay, a bandit 
of the forests or a pirate of the seas — ^thy hand steep- 
ed in blood — thy brow crossed with guilt !" 

" Couldst thou love such a one ?" 

" If he had won my virgin heart — ^not knowing him 
to be other than he seemed — where my heart was giv- 
en, there would my love be !" 

" Thou art a noble and true-hearted woman ! Thou 
hast scarce loved a sea-pirate or a chief of Ladrones, 
my sweet Azelie," he said, smiling ; ** methinks love 
which is so true as thine should have better reward." 

'* I need none, save to know each day thou lovest me 
more than thou didst the last." 

" Dost thou also wish to have me proved an honest 
man V* 

" The wish could not be in my breast were it not 
the offspring of suspicion." 

" And dost thou not suspect me ?" 

" No. Wert thou false and guilty, thou couldst 
never be so dear to me !" 

" This is confiding, trusting, dear woman's reason- 
ing ; it is this with which she stills those unworthy 
doubts that may not exist where love is. To her 
the bright moon is all light and purity, forgetting that 
the portion turned from her eye is dark and all unillu- 
mined," he said, rather addressing himself than her. 
^ Now, as thou hast trusted me, dearest, and believest 
I will honour thy deep affection with my hand as I 
have done with my heart — as all doubts, and fears, 
and apprehensions are to be buried under hope and 
love, truth and ttoth, let us banish every thought that 
can ruffle the placid bosom of our affections." 

" Thou hast made me happy, m^ Henrique, by lifl- 
ing me to thy heart, and elevating me above that hu- 
miliating consciousness of degradation by birth and 
condition which ever, like a chain about my soulf 
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bowed my spirits to the earth. 'Tis a strange delight 
for me to hold equal communion with one whom by 
education I have been. taught tp regard as — ^" 

** Nay," he said, seeing her blush and hesitate, ^ I 
do not verily believe thou art of this race ! Renauh 
eu^ested it by a word he let fall ! The beauty of that 
e3'e ; the delicate damask on that cheek, which the sun, 
in ripening, hath just browned, like a rare peach he 
would dye with his favourite shade ; those coral lips, 
and that mouth full of liquid pearls, like the ivory keys 
of some rich instrument, giving out music whenever 
you speak ; those eyes, like the starry, midnight sky ; 
those lily hands — " 

« Nay, nay, Signor Henrique ! I prithee stop," she 
cried, laughing, and laying the hand he would have ta- 
ken to illustrate his words upon his lips. He imprint- 
ed a kiss upon the fair member as it came in contact 
with them, in retaliation, and then continued, 

« Truly, my lovely one, I do believe thou art of 
other blood than that thou thinkest." 

" But my brother — ^he is even fairer than I," she 
Mud, her eyes at first sparkling with the hopes his 
words inspired, and then dropping with doubt, show- 
ing that she felt she could not entertain a hope so un- 
expectedly and strangely started. « 

'* Fairer than thyself for a man where his bonnet 
hath protected his temples from the sun. Yet his father 
is known, and he hath told me his quadroone-mother 
is scarce darker than he has seen Spanish ladies." 

*' She is my^ mother also. My father may have 
been a &ir man, even as this Marquis of Caronde. 
Do not, I pray thee, excite hopes, signor, that have no 
Other foundation, alas ! than in thy wishes," she said, 
sighing. 

<* Nay, I could love thee no more wert thou to prove 
a Princess of France." 

'' I fear thou hast repented thy love for a quad- 
roone, and wouldst fain defend it by seeking to make 
me what I am not, one of thy own race," she said, 
with gentle reproof. 
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" Thou dost me injustice, dearest Azelie ! I love 
thee with all my nature ; and it is my great love that 
would do this for thee. Wert thou an angel, as al- 
most thou seemest to me to be, my love would have 
thee a seraph, and, being a seraph, I would see thee, 
for the love I bear thee, still more than a seraph. 
Love, and not my foolish pride, would prove thee to 
be more than thou believest thyself to be. Dost thou 
believe I speak truly, my little trembler ?" 

" Forgiye me that I doubted thy love for an instant. 
If I perchance offend again, let it not be forgotten by 
thee that this sudden happiness of thy love hath weak- 
ened my poor heart. Hast thou not seen a weary- 
winged bird, who, afler a hundred leagues of restless 
flight above the wide sea, cometh suddenly o'er the 
mast of a stately ship, and, for joy at the unlooked-for 
resting-place, hovereth long between hope and fear ere 
he settle upon it ; when, finding it secure, he folds his 
long-spread wings, and fearless sleeps upon the rock- 
ing perch. I am this weary bird, and thou my stately 
bark ! Bear with me a while ; I will, ere long, rest in 
thy heart, whence nor fear, nor the rocking of the 
waves of doubt or of mistrust shall move me !" 

" While thou speakest, I think thee each moment 
lovelieAmd more worthy of my love !" he said, fold- 
ing her to his heart. ** Now, I prithee, sweet, tell me 
wherefore I found thee weeping when I came, like a 
rude wooer as I am, into thy boudoir.** 

** Thou hast all my heart, Henrique, if I may call 
thee thus, signer, as my heart prompts me to do, and 
thou shouldst know its griefs — ^now griefs no more ! 
My mother hath — nay, I know not how to speak of 
aught connected with my condition with maidenly 
propriety — " 

"Thou wouldst speak of the young Marquis Ca- 
ronde, doubtless. I then know thy story from Re- 
nault." 

" Not of him ! Yet, as thou knowest the nature of 
his persecution, I may tell thee, without the necessity 
of embarrassing detail, that rt& mother hath taken of- 
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fence at him, and is now determined to avenge herself 
for her disappointment by surrendering me to the new 
Spanish governor/' she said, trembling, as she thought 
of the count's looks that morning at mass, of his pow- 
er, and her late helplessness. 

'** To Osma !" he repeated, with astonishment and 
indignation. '* Hast thou seen him ? Hath he beheld 
thee ?" he asked, with the most intense eagerness. 

** This morning in the Cathedral," she answered. 
She then briefly informed him of what he was before 
ignorant, that the captain-general had gone to mass at 
the head of his troops, and that her mother, on hear, 
ing the order for the citizens also to attend, had com- 
manded her to go with her, without explaining to her 
the reason for her wishing it ; that, on arriving there, 
she sought a conspicuous place to kneel with her, near 
the spot reserved for the governor, whose attention 
was soon drawn to her, by her mother's obvious desire 
to attract it. 

" By thy incomparable beauty rather," he said, ga- 
zing on her with a lover's admiration as she told her 
embarrassed story. 

" Seeing I became the object of his regards, I trem- 
bled with foreboding of coming evil," continued Aze- 
lie. *' My mother's voice and manner terrified me. 
My veil concealed my tears, and I returned home to 
weep and pray. Renault was absent, and my mother 
remained with me, threatening, entreating, and com- 
nmnding me to submit to the fate she had destined for 

me." ' 

" Poor child ! thou hast been persecuted indeed. 
Didst thou not, gentle girl, then think of the guest be- 
neath thy roof?" he asked, with a smile. 

^I did, and was tempted to fly to thee and seek 
protection, for my mother had threatened I should 
soon see my Spanish lord beneath her roof." 

" And wherefore didst thou not, dearest ?" 

" Because — because — " she blushed and was silent. 

" Because thy love, held thee back, was't not ?" he 
asked, tenderly. 
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** How dost thou so well read my heart ere thou 
hast learned its language ?" 

** Because it is translated in thine eyes. Now I will 
tell thee, Azelie, I had more than suspected mischief 
would come to thee from Count Osma, but rather by 
his own discovery of the fair treasure his new prov- 
ince held, than through the unnatural agency of thy 
mother ; therefore did I determine to remain unknown 
here, till I could ensure thee, for thy brother's sake 
(for I knew not then I should love thee as I do), pro- 
tection. It becomes me more than ever now to pre- 
serve this secrecy, and even from thee to withhold my 
name till I can claim thee as my bride. Where is thy 
noble brother ?" 

*• He hath not returned since he left after midnight.** 

" I would see him, that I may give him a brother's 
hand, and, together with him, plot against this scheme 
of thy mother's. Hath she had communication with 
Osma since mass ?" 

" No ; yet I left her writing Jialf an hour ago, an un- 
usual occupation with her, and suspect (for fear is ever 
active) that I am the cause." 

** And Osma the object of the correspondence, I 
doubt not. Hath she sent a messenger away ? Ha ! 
there i^ a footstep without the window, and yonder 
glides a dark figure into the avenue." 

** It must be ^he — the sorceress," exclaimed Azdlie, 
with surprise. 

" And the servant of thy wicked mother 7" he dew 
manded. 

** Nay, harm her not," she cried, holding him fronr 
the pursuit to arrest her; "she is Ao friend of my 
mother, but a foe ! She must be here for good to me, 
and not evil. I have thought several times that I 
heard a noise of some one moving without." 

" She has been a listener to our conversation — ^nay, a 
witness of our pledged loves." 

^ Fear no evil from her, whoever she may be ; she,«|iK 
has taken strange interest in me," said Azdlie. In a few - 
words she then related to him all that she knew of her. 
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*^ It is very strange ; this relation confirms me more 
than ever in my opinion that thou art not of the race 
thou—" 

** Cease, Henrique," she said, playfully ; ** I shall 
again accuse you of thinking me unworthy of your 
love, which, indeed, is too true !" 

" Thou art worthy of all love^— to share a throne 
with me," he said, with affectionate enthusiasm. 

She looked up gratefully into his face, and was ahout 
to reply from the fulness of her heart, when an object 
suddenly darkened the window. Both turned quickly, 
and beheld, looking in upon them, a broad, laughing, 
impudent visage, that seemed infinitely to enjoy their 
surprise. The Spaniard laid a hand upon his weapon, 
but the risible expression of the intruder's face in- 
stantly excited emotions in him opposite to those of 
personal alarm, and, recognising in him Gobin the 
First of the council.chamber, he said, gayly, 

** Welcome, bon cousin. Have thee grace !" 

" Gobin, what do you here ?" asked Azdlie, smiling, 
yet vexed at the intrusion. 

** Gramercy to thee, cousin Spain !" answered Gro- 
bin, leaping into the room, and paying no heed to the 
question. " An* I saw not thee killed last night, wi* 
seven inches o' steel 'neath thy ribs, may I ne'er drink 
a goblet wi' cousin Osma to-night." 

" Thou wilt then go dry ; for truly I am alive, as 
thou seest, cousin Gobin." 

" Tell me thy secret o' coming to life again wi' a 
hole through the body, and I'll teach thee a trick I 
know at rtiarbles, cousin Spain ! Name thy chirur- 
geon ! Out wi't, gossip !" 

"Thou seest here both the chirurgeon and the 
charm," he said, looking at Azdlie. 

" Then will I have her burned for a witch, an' she 
do not presently use her witchery to heal my finger- 
joint. Dost see ? I got it shot off* i' the wars ! An' 
I were not sent for by mother Ninine, I'd recount thee 
the exploit. But Iha' a friend at home, a rogue that 
hath his valour in his tongue, will tell thee it some 

Vol- IL— E 
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day. He hath a rare wit at a lie, and I have learned 
a round way at it from him." 

"Didst thou say my mother had sent for thee?" 
asked Az^Iie, interrupting him as he rambled from one 
subject to another, after his Hght and wandering 
manner. ' 

" Marry, did I, sweet hyacinth ! Am I not a mes- 
senger to and from? Goeth a billet save through 
Gobin's fingers ! Cometh a love-gage that Gobin hath 
not the hsuidling o't? Hath a maiden got the love 
fever, doth she not send for Doctor Gobin ? Doth a 
youth pine for love, an* I have not tlie secret o't ? Mar. 
ry, Gobin hath been sent for, and what's the world's 
matter if he have ? Here's matter, indeed, that two 
lovers within the town's walls are come together, and 
Gobin never the wiser." 

" Thou shalt have little reason to complain that thou 
art never the richer," said Don Henrique, placing a 
purse of gold in his hand, at the same time covertly 
admiring the confusion of Azelie at Gobin's free words. 

" This hath weight, and needeth no tongue to speak 
for it," said Gobin, weighing the gold in his palm. 
** Thou art a cavalier of metal ; and, before I saw the 
colour o' the coin thou didst carry, I made up my mind 
that sweet hyacinth should have my consent to love 
thee. Methinks, cousin, next to a woman's bright eye 
Cometh a broad gold piece." 

" Thou showest thy discretion and taste, mon cousin V^ 

" And in that thou hast discovered these virtues in 
me, thou hast more wit than ordinary. All men have 
not wit. The run o* mankind are demi-witted ; I will 
show you three fools out of every five men you take 
me in a crowd. Wherefore do such men call Gobin 
a fool, marry ? Verily, because, unUke them, he hath 
a golden vein o' wit streaking his folly, while what 
they have, like a little treacle in gingerbread, is so 
thinned by spreading, that I will find you a green 
lemon that hath more sweetness in't." 

" Let thy wit, then, manifest itself in thy discretion, 
good fool!" said Don Henrique; "thou didst most 
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truly behold me fall wouqded. I am restored by good 
nursing to the sound state you see me in ; this gentle 
maiden hath enemies, and I am now here to protect 
her. If, as I think, from thy words and manner to- 
wards her, thou hast a regard for her, I pray thee 
keep secret my presence here. I trust to thy honour 
and friendship for Azelie to do this, rather than to the 
trifling gift of gold thou hast received from me ; for I 
am assured' wicm cousin Gobin will scorn bribery." 

** Verily, cousin Spain, thou art a biteno cahallero ; 
and if I betray thee or my sweet hyacinth, may I not 
touch goblet o' wine the night with gossip Osma.'*' 

"Wilt thou see the Spanish governor this night? 
Dost thou not fear for thy head, as ex-governor Gobin ?" 

" Head never sat safer on a pair of shoulders ! Hast 
thou riot heard he giveth a banquet to the bloods o* 
wits ,o' the town! If Gobin stay away, folly would 
reign." 

To hiff surprise, Don Henrique then learned from him 
that a proclamation for a public levie had been sent 
out, and that all the town were at that moment flock- 
ing thither. 

** Go to her who sent thee ; when thou hast thine 
errandi come this way secretly ere thou deliverest it." 



, CHAPTER IV. 

SCENE WITHIN THE PALACE. 

Gobin instantly departed through the window, and 
gliding along beneath a hedge of altheas, came to a 
winding walk terminating at a lattice on the other side 
of the casa inhabited by the quadroone- mother. ' Here, 
silent, stern, and plotting, she had been impatiently 
waiting since the return of the servant despatched to 
seek for Gobin, whose tact and address in any private 
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mission rendered him the fit instrument of an intrigu- 
ing woman. 

** Where hast thou loitered, Gohin ? The sun hath 
been down half an hour, and yet thou didst promise 
me ta be here with his setting.'' 

" Wouldst have me slave to my words?" asked Gro- 
bin, as he approached her ; '^ because my tongue hath 
said *trot,' must my feet trot, forsooth, unless they 
have a mind. A man's tongue hath its own work to 
do, and so have his feet, and other corporeal append- 
ages." 

" Hist ! I have a message for thee to take." 

^ Give it me, maman ! I will send it by the king's 
trumpeter I have at home, who hath taken service with 
me ; for I have a banquet on hand myself." 

" Nay, thy voice is too loud ! This I would have 
thee do demands secrecy. Be trusty, and I will give 
thee a gold clasp for thy silver chain. I would have 
thee bear this pacquet to the palac% and place it pri- 
vately in the hands of the Spanish governor." 

" Never errand chimed better with a man's will, ma' 
man f I am on foot thither, to pay my respects to 
cousin Spain, and hob and nob wi' him o'er a flagon 
of Oporto. Since I ha' been i' the wars I ha' taken 
to Port — it has such a bloody complexion. Ne'er see 
a man drink Port but thou mayst safely swear he hath 
smelled gunpowder." 

"t)ut upon thy fool's prate, Gobin. Hie thee with 
this to the Governor Osma, and be thou speedy — and 
secret as speedy. Go, as thou camest,- by the garden 
wall." 

" Thou hast the highest wall i' all the town to get 
over, maman ; 'thou shouldst ha' a gate cut i' it." 

" There is a gate, Gobin," she said, smilingly, " but 
'tis known to no one save myself." 

'* It must be one o' the stone pannels, then ; for I 
ha- looked it all along for a place to put my toes in, 
and thought, if thou wouldst swing one o' the slabs on 
a pivot or a brace o' hinges, 'twould be a charity for 
the urchins that love orj^nges and nectarines. An' I 
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had not learned to climb when I was a boy, I had lost 
the eating o' much nice fruit I ha' had the enjoyment 
of." 

" Thou art a rogue, and hast already paid thyself 
thrice over for thy service, Gobin ! But go now, and 
be secret, and I will load thee with fruit." 

"Five nectarines, seven sweet oranges, and a pine- 
apple, with three pounds of grapes, mamarty in the 
morning, for me ! I drink wine to-night, and fruit 
hath a pleasant flavour after. I saw a hawk in thy 
dovecote but now, maman /" he added, with that sin- 
gular want of morale and love of mischief so charac- 
teristic of that class in whom reason and folly are ever 
at odds ; each alternately iiolding the supremacy for 
a moment, but with such uncertain tenure that they 
can a( no time be trusted, and are ever as variable and 
uncertain as the winds. 

He bounded from her with a laugh of cunning and 
intelligence as he spoke these mischievous words, 
which for an instant seemed to convey to her some- 
thing more than his usual jesting way ; for her lips 
parted, and she bent forward as if to demand an ex- 
planation. But his instant disappearance and the en- 
grossing subject of her thoughts left no room in her 
mind for so slight an external impression ; so, giving 
full scope to her ambitious fancy, she threw herself' 
back upon hex fauteuit, and was soon lost in the con- 
templation of the results of the bold step she had ad- 
ventured. Knowing the human heart well, she had 
little doubt of the most triumphant issue of her hopes ; 
and she now began to look complacently to the con- 
summation of her revenge upon the young Marquis of 
Caronde, to the punishment of Renault's pride, and 
Azelie's most singular rebellion. She did not fail, also, 
to contemplate the personal consideration she should 
receive from her association with the governor ; a con- 
sideration which had as deep a seat in her ambitious 
soul as any of the other contributary motives. She 
was, also, herself a beautiful woman still ; and there 
was not altogether absent from her mind a secret con. 

B2 
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sciousness of the power of her own matured charms, 
and the probable influence they might have oter the 
paramour she sougKt for her child ; which influence 
she found herself already studying how to use, when 
acquired, to promote her own aspiring and covetous 
views. Thus did this dangerous and wicked woman 
plot the misery of a lovely girl, and in the secret clos- 
et of her heart hatch rife iniquity. 

During Gobin's brief absence, Az^lte gave Don 
Henrique some insight into his singular character, and 
assured him of his devotedness both to herself and Re- 
nault, so far as a creature like him was capable of 
having fixed attachments. ^ 

** Hast thou a message, Grobin ?" he asked, when the 
fool reappeared. 

" A message in a note — but not a love-billet, gossip, 
for there be a gray beard o' the one side, and full two 
score o' years on the other," answered Gobin, show- 
ing the outside of the pacquet that had been intrusted 
to him. 

" It is to Osma, as I suspected," said Don Hen- 
rique, with a flush of indignant feeling. 

" Heaven now preserve me from evil !" ejaculated 
" Az^lie, clasping her hands together and prayerfully lifl- 
ing her eyes. 

** Nay, tremble not, sweetest ! Thou hast no cause 
for fear." 

" Not for myself alone, but for you also. If this 
dreadful Spaniard should exert his power, he will make 
you the first sacrifice." 

" Do not, I pray thee, give way to fear, Az^lie. 
Osma hath no power to harm me ; and my love shall 
shelter thee beneath its wing. Go, good fool ! bear 
the letter as thou art commanded to do," he said, with, 
out taking the note from Gobin's hand, though ques- 
tiioning if the circumstances did not authorize him to 
read it. But his purpose was sufficiently answered in 
noting the superscription, and in satisfying his mind as 
to the nature of the quadroone-mother's correspond. 
ence. 
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" Now, sweet Az^lie, let not this trouble thee," he 
contiifUed, after Gobin disappeared in the darkness of 
the orangerie, turning and afie'ctionately embracing 
her ; ** neither thou nor I shall come to danger. It 
only becomes me to guard the more carefully thy 
safety. Prithee is it not time thy brother Renault 
wei^e returned ?" 

" He should have been here at noon." 

"Remain'in your room, that I may feel while I 
am absent that you are in safety, and await my return. 
If he come, say nothing to him of this note — nay, nor 
even of our love, dearest ! I will myself open it to 
him. And bid him wait here, and leave thee not until 
I come. I will go out and observe the conduct of the 
governor, and learn the issue of this matter between 
himself and thy mother. Now bless thee, and let 
thy thoughts run only on happiness and me. If thou 
art in danger, a thousand swords at my bidding will 
leap from their scabbards to defend thee ! So content 
thee, sweetest ! I will not be long away. Hast thou 
no cloak and slouching bonnet of thy brother's, for I 
would do secretly what I contemplate ?" 

She soon furnished him with these, nor by word or 
look betrayed any doubt, at such a moment, of his 
truth and constancy. She measured his love by her 
own. 

Parting tenderly from her in whom his soul seemed 
to be bound up, as hers truly was in him, he entered 
the garden, and, traversing the shaded avenue* in 
which Gobin had disappeared, he came to a high wall^ 
which he scaled by fastening a cord Az^lie had given 
him to a catalpa that grew against it, and lightly de- 
scended into an obscure lane on the other side. Upon 
gaining one of the principal streets, the current of the 
citizens hastening to the levie indicated the direction 
of the palace and the Place d'Armes. 

Wrapped in his ample cloak, and with his sombrero * 
slouched above his eyes, he rapidly glided along by the 
wall to shun the light of the moon, which wis just ri- ^ 
sing and flooding the city with light. Arrived at the 
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square, he mingled with the banqueters and entered the 
hall of audience. Avoiding the sight of Osma, who 
sat receiving the honaage rather than congratulations 
of the citizens, lest he should be haughtily commanded 
to come forward ana do him honour, he remained in a 
distant part of the hall, and silently witnessed the 
stirring scene around him. The interview between 
the count and the councillors did not escape him, and, 
when he retired with them to the private banquet- 
chamber, he suspected treachery would come of it. 
For a moment he forgot the object that brought him 
thither in his anxiety for the safety of those gentle- 
men ; and, having succeeded in gaining the door just 
after they entered it, he was near the president when 
he gave the message toJthe young courreur du hois. 
He did not hear its purport, but the president's man- 
ner confirmed the suspicion which he had entertained, 
more from his knowledge of the bitter vengeance of 
Osma's character than from any open betrayal of his 
intentions by his conduct. • He was about to speak to 
the president and warn him, but his instant return to 
the banquet-chamber prevented him. 

'* At least there is no present danger to be appre- 
hended," he said, mentally. "He has fiow another 
passion than love to gratify, and, till his vengeance 
against the councillors be satisfied, he will scarce give 
himself to intrigue. Methinks I did allow my sense of 
honour to go too far in letting that missive pass to him 
witk the seal unbroken. I must now let watchful sa- 
gacity discover what honour theti forbade. I know 
Garcia of Osma well, and am assured he hath a deter- 
mination to harm these councillors. Dare he poison 
them in their cups ? I will, at least, try to save them, 
and must risk discovery in doing so. Ha ! there is 
Montejo ?" 

At this instant his eye rested on a young Spanish 
officer, in the uniform of an aiddecamp, lounging with 
one or two other cavaliers through the room. 

" Montejo !" he said, in a low whisper, and, adroitly 
leaving a ring in his hand, he crossed over to the other 
side of the room without being regarded by the others. 
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The young officer started, glanced at the signet, and, 
with a look expressive of delighted surprise, left his 
companions, and was soon in the shadow of a column 
by his side. 

'' Montejo !" said Don Henrique, lifUng his hat a 
little way from his face and exposing his features, 
'* start not ; thou seest in me no ghost !" 

'' It is thyself, then ?" he exclaimed, embracing him. 
^I knew the signet, but ne'er dreamed thou wert the 
bearer. Gracios-a-dios f Osma gave out that you 
were lying ill sorely wounded, and even Grarcilaso 
mourned you dead ! This is a miracle." 

'* I was stunned rather than wounded, and am now 
nearly quite as well as before the affray. How is 
brave Garcilaso ? A stouter soldier is not in all Spain. 
Heaven keep breath in him, and soon give him back to 
us, for I do owe my life to him." 

** He hath good attendance, and will soon be in the 
saddle again ? Where hast thou hid thyself?" 

" Montejo !" said Don Henrique, gravely, " I must 
give thee my confidence, and have, in return, thy faith." 

** I am thine in all things, my Henrique," he an* 
swered, with enthusiasm. 

'* I have reason to remain disguised and concealed, 
that I may defend innocence and punish this guilty 
Osma. Scarce one sun hath rolled over his head 
since he came to the government, ere his restless spirit 
began to seek out mischief. There is a fair being in 
this town, sister to a citizen who bore me wounded to 
his house, whom I love." 

" Love, Don Henrique !" 

** Nay, will make my wife, so soon as the obstacles 
my careful father hath put in my way shall be removed. 
'Till then 'twere dangerous, as thou knowest, to both 
of us to have our secret divulged." 

" Ye would both be soon united in Heaven by the 
headsman, methinks." 

'* I make thee my confidant, Montejo, and may need 
thy services. Osma himself hath seen her at mass, 
and thou knowest what will be the consequences if he 
be not counter-met at every point." 
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*' May I ask who is this wonderful creature that 
hath captivated a heart which the brightest beauties of 
Madrid have sought vainly to win ?" 

"Thou shalt see her anon. Meanwhile, I would 
ask thee if thou dost suspect nothing hidden beneath 
this banquet, and especially the private entertainment 
for the councillors ?" 

"Verily I. did think, when I Saw them enter there, 
they would scarce come out without Osma's having got 
something out of them." 

" Dost thou know him so well — and is this the depth 
of thy suspicion ?" 

" He hath no motive to imprison them now that the 
town is his, save in punishment for their resistance, 
and in vengeance for his former defeat." 

"There thou hast it ! Those men will scarce be- 
hold another sun rise unless we save them. I read 
their doom in Osma's eyes." 

" Thy lady-love's father is one of them, by my 
beard !" 

" Nay, it is for humanity's sake, and that Spain may 
have no more blood to answer for than need be shed. 
I count upon thy aid. Here now is Loyola," he added," 
as a stout Spanish captain, with bold and pleasing fea- 
tures, came near. " Speak to him, and let him know I 
am here." 

" I and my men_ are at your service, signer," said 
the captain, coming up and addressing him af\er Mon- 
tejo had spoken a few words with him. " Heaven be 
thanked those knaves did not wound thee to the death.'* 

" To all, save thyself and Montejo, I am still con- 
fined to my couch with my wound. I know your af- 
fection for me, and that you may be trusted." 

" Till death," answered both in the same voice. 

" I have reason to believe Osma meditates a crime 
that will bring lasting shame to the Spanish arms. It 
must be prevented. Go, select fifty of thy command, 
and march them to the court between the palace and 
the prison. As I came by, cautiously inspecting the 
inlets to the palace, I noticed a small gate which leads 
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ta a dark stairway, and which I am assured, from the 
position of this inner banquet-room, has communication 
with it. Go ! thou wilt find me there to receive thee !** 

The captain departed, and Montejo and Don Hen- 
rique, after some farther conference in reference to 
the course ultimately to be taken if action should be- 
come necessary, separated, the former going to his du- 
ties as warden of the city guards. It was a few mo- 
ments after Montejo left him that Don Henrique so 
opportunely aided Bstelle in the rude attack made upon 
her life by Rascas. 

When Don Henrique at length arrived at the post, 
em, he immediately paced before it, waiting for De 
Loyola until the third of an hour had elapsed, when, 
being anxious for the safety of the councillors, and to 
confirm or remove his suspicions, he entered the pas- 
sage and ascended the staircase which he had believed 
to communicate with the banquet-room. He listened ; 
but the door was so solid, and being also curtained on 
the inner side, he could detect at first only the indis- 
tinct sound of tongues, and occasionally the louder ac- 
cents of Count Osma. Soon he heard the noise of 
commotion, the tramp of many feet, and plainly dis- 
tinguished the stern voice of Renault. He then at- 
tempted to force the door, but in vain. He, however, 
learned enough to be aware that the councillors had 
indeed been in danger, and that they had been rescued 
by some other hand than his own ; and this he knew must 
have been that of Renault. He remembered, too, that 
the messenger he had seen the president despatch from 
the hall wore a uniform similar to the quadroon's. 

*' Renault hath done this," he exclaimed, ** and Os- 
ma is bis prisoner ! My presence will be necessary 
to prevent revolution or carnage arising out of it !" 

Making another effort to force the door, and finding 
it unavailing, he descended the stairs with the inten- 
tion of gaining the banquet-room by the front of the 
palace. As he reached the last step, the door above 
suddenly opened, and the councillors appeared. With- 
drawing himself within a dark recess at the foot of the 
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passage, he there remained until he saw them pass 
forth in safety. He then reascended to the half-open 
door, and, perforating the intervening arras with the 
point of his dagger, witnessed the whole subsequent 
scene, prepared to appear in it if his presence should 
prove necessary, and, by his influence over Renault, 
prevent evil consequences from breaking out of this 
angry state of things. 

De Loyola hatl in the mean while arrived, and se- 
creted his men within the dark shadow of an angle of 
the prison wall, ready for action and instant service. 
The subsequent events all passed under Don Hen- 
rique's observation ; and, while he commended the ex- 
traordinary forbearance of Renault, he felt the strong- 
est indignation against the thwarted noble. 

** Nature hath made Osma a cutthroat, but fortune 
hath made him a governor," he said, as he looked 
upon the scene. ^' Had he done this thing, he should 
have answered for it with his head, or justice hath 
taken wing and fled from Spain ! Ah, love hath had 
a hand in it," he added, as he saw Estelle appear, 
half disguised, and throw herself between her father 
and Renault. *' I thank Heaven I did her such good 
service in the hall. She was then, doubtless, seeking 
these brave men, whom she hath guided by that secret - 
way. Provideoce hath these councillors, or Spain's 
honour, or both, under its most marked protection." 

Surprised, astonished, and indignant at all he had 
been an unseen observer of, and having, from what 
passed before him, got a key to all else connected 
with the count's treachery, and the means by which it 
had been so signally defeated, he was tempted, afler he 
saw him lefl alone with Sulem, to enter and confront 
him, and on the spot challenge him to wash out with 
his blood the stain he had put upon the knightly hon- 
our of a Spanish noble, as well as the reproach his 
country had suffered through his discovered treach- 
ery. But the conversation that followed between him 
and the slave, in relation to Azdlie, bound him to th& 
spot with a burning ear ; and when he saw him depart 
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with the Moor to enter his cabinet, he prepared to 
draw aside the hangings and follow, lest he should lose 
sight of him, when the presence of Grobin caused him 
again to draw back. - I 

He was compelled to amuse himself with the fool's 
solitary banquet and soliloquies for a few moments, 
trusting he would soon take his departure, or fall over- 
come with wine beneath the table. His patience at 
length became exhausted, and he wa^ about to discor- 
er himself, when he heard the footsteps of the count 
approaching the banquet-room. He was rewarded 
for his delay by witnessing his interview with Grobin, 
and the delivery of the quadroone-mother's note. An- 
ticipating the count's movements from the words he 
let fall, as well as from the expression of his counte- 
nance, he hastily descended the staircase, and with- 
drew in the shadows at the foot of it as Osma himself 
appeared at the head. The latter came down, passed 
the spot without perceiving him, and pursued his way 
towards the dwelling of the quadroone-mother. 

An idea, bold as it was congenial to his feelings, was 
instantly suggested to Don Henrique's mind. Cross- 
ing the court to where the men were posted, he called 
the captain aside. 

" Now, my brave De Loyola, doubtless thou wilt bo 
grieved to know that there will be no fighting to-night. 
The occasion for which I called thee out is passed. 
But I have yet something for thy love to do for me." 

** Name it, signer, and it shall be done, if it were 
to put Osma himself under arrest.*' 

«* Nay, thou traitor ! 'tis a love matter. I have 
been made captive by a maiden here, and, in revenge, 
would make her captive also. Thou knowest the cap. 
tain of the brigantine I came in hath a friendship for 



me." 



" He would put himself under thy orders to sail to 
the moon!" said the captain, divining his intentions. 

**l believe thee-; I would have thee seek Montejo, 
and send him on board, with all secrecy, and tell Cap- 
tain Bste^eria I will be on board within the hour ; 

Vol. II.— P 
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and that, before midnight, he must be ready to weigh 
anchor for Cuba, and thence to Spain. '^ 

"Spain — Viva! Would to Heaven thou wouldst 
take ail thy good friends with thee!" said Loyola, in 
the warmth of his feelings at the recollection of hia 
country. 

" Thou shah come, and also Montejo, and all who 
love me better than Osma. Come with me till I _ 
show thee where I would have thee meet me with thy 
men, lest I should fall into danger by the way. Then 
go on thy errands, and in an hour await me by the 
garden wall I will presently show thee." 

De Loyola accompanied him within sight of the 
garden, and then parted from him with a promise to 
return before the expiration of the hour. 

** Be silent and speedy, my brave friend !" he said, 
turning from him and hastening forward after the Count 
of Osma, whom he saw at the same moment turn into 
the lane that bounded the wall, in company with one 
who met him there. A troop of cavalry, at the same 
instant, came thundering from the quarter of the bar- 
racks, passing him at a round trot in the direction of 
the city gates. 

Scarcely heeding the circumstance at such a moment, 
save that he was detained by its passage a few seconds, 
he hastened forward into the lane, and saw Osma and 
his companion, who had evidently been waiting for him, 
disappear through a gate in the wall. Approaching 
the spot, he looked in vain for the same entrance, but 
in the whole surface of the wall none was apparent to 
his eye. Wondering not a little at the means by which 
he had effected an entrance, he flew to the cord by 
which he had himself descended, and scaled the wall, 
not seeing that he himself was dogged by a third per- 
son. He then cautiously followed the path that he be- 
lieved must lead to the apartments of the quadroone- 
mother, which, as he suspected, he beheld Osma in the 
act of entering. Satisfied with this hasty observation, 
he hastened to the boudoir he had left two hours be- 
fore to play the spy upon the crafty count. Without 
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alarming Azelie with the knowledge of the presence 
of the Cond6, whom he expected soon enough to ap- 
pear in her apartment, he seated himself hy her side, 
and amused her with light conversation, while, like a 
brave man, he prepared himself to receive the guilty 
intruder. 



CHAPTER V. 

SCENE WITHIN THE GARDBN-WALLS. 

The individual with whom the Count of Osma stop- 
ped to communicate in the street near the garden was 
a confidential slave of Ninine. He led him to one of 
the slabs fixed like a pannel in the centre of each sec 
tion of the wall, and, having touched it about an inch 
from the lower corner, it swung inward, and admitted 
them into the garden. The slave then led the way 
rapidly towards the C€ua, With his hand upon his 
sword-hilt, as if guarding against treachery, followed 
the bold and wicked count, who, in the pursuit of the 
object of his passion, was singularly blind or indiffer- 
ent to the danger of trusting himself abroad in a hos- 
tile city at such an hour unattended. He was rapidly 
conducted through the windings of the thickly. planted 
garden, whose trees and plants loaded the atmosphere 
with the most delicious odours, while the disturbed 
songsters of the fragrant gtoves flitted from branch to 
branch at his advance, emitting tremulous and broken 
notes. 

When the slave came near the window that opened 
from the ground into the luxurious apartment of the 
quadroone-mother, he stopped silently and pointed to- 
wards it. Then, crossing his ' hands upon his breast, 
stood in a statue-like attitude. The count passed him, 
and proceeded towards the Venetian casement, which. 
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partly open, showed within a gorgeous chamber, softly 
lighted by shaded lamps of roseate hue, shedding 
around a soil and subdued twilight of the richest and 
most seductive character. Ottomans, lounges, and 
fatdeuUs of crimson velvet and silk, with carpets frona 
Turkish looms, met the surprised glance of the Span- 
iard, who, not unused to luxury, had scarce beheld in 
Spain more splendour than now flashed upon his eyes 
through the half-open lattice. On a lounge near the 
window, the evening breeze just lifting the raven curls 
from her temples, reclined Ninine, the beautiful quad- 
roone-mother. Her alert ear caught the sound of ap- 
proaching footsteps. With a triumphant, flush of joy 
she rose, and with an air ' of indolent grace, that be- 
came her voluptuous and languid beauty, threw open 
the blind, and beheld her expected visitant. 

^ A fair eve to thee, noble signer," she said, in the 
«asy, self-possessed tone of one who felt that her own 
charms as well as the object of his coming placed 
them upon an equality. 

" And a pleasant one to thee," he answered, with that 
air of finished gallantry which marked him as one of 
the most courteous cavaliers of his time ; and he kiss. 
ed her extended hand ere he seated himself on the 
same lounge by her .side. " By my knighthood ! thy 
charms rival thy daughter's !" 

" Hast thou come to woo mother or daughter ?" 
she asked, with a gratified smile, that threatened to 
beguile him from his first purpose. 

•* Nay, tempt me not, sorceress," he said^ smiling, 
** I would fain see this Haidee ! If I have to answer 
for worshipping other than the Blessed Mary this 
morning, thou shalt come in for punishment also. By 
the rood ! thou didst do a sacrilege in taking so much 
' beauty with thee to prayers." 

" It was that I might oflTer it on the altar of thy 
love." 

" Thou hast full confidence in her charms, and, i* 
faith ! in my susceptibility. But thou didst send the 
bolt truly to the mark. Her loveliness hath captiva- 
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ted me. From her costume and thine, as well as thy 
dark style of beauty, I know thee to be of the lovely 
race of quadroones, with whom marriage is not law- 
fill." 

^Nor desirable, signer, so that our beauty pur- 
chase^ for us the hearts and fortunes of men ! The 
proudest wife can boast no more,^ answered the quad, 
roone, giving utterance to the bold sentiments of her 
class. 

^ But methinks a woman should marry for her hon- 
our's sake." 

^ A' woman's honour lieth in the constancy of her 
love. And love hath ever proved most constant when 
'Us free." 

** This is strange doctrine," said Osma, surprised at 
sentiments so extraordinary from the lips of any wom- 
an, to whom marriage is one of the greatest and best 
gifts of Heaven, and at a mode of thinking so at va- 
riance with feminine views in other countries. 

^ Is there no such thing, then, as honour with you ?" 

^Yes, signer. Never was a quadroone maiden 
known to be &lse to her lord." 

** But what pledge has he of her truth ?" 

'** Her honour." 

•* But she hath it no longer." 

^ Hath the wife no longer honour when she hath 
become a wife ?" 

" But she is an honourable wife." 

^ And education has taught the quadroone what the 
laws have taught the wife, that the highest crime she 
can be guilty of is to be false to him to whom love has 
united her. Love and inbred honour are pledges of 
constancy ; and to these she is never false. A wife^a 
honour may be fortified by fear ; a quadroone's is by 
love." 

« If she do not love ?" 

*< She must obey her mother, if no better choice may 
be made." 

'* She will then prove false." 

" She will die first, as some have done, signer." 

F8 
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" Can they not be admitted into convents if they 
wish?" 

*< A quadroone-nun ! No, signor !" 

*' Neither the convent nor matrimony ; they have, 
then, no alternative but death or splendid misery. 
By mine honour, thy words have touched me ! I would 
not bring unhappiness to thy daughter if she cannot 
love me !" 

" She is gentle, and her heart is free, signor. Time 
and convenience will soon enable thee to win Az^lie's 
affections." 

** Azdlie ! said you Azdlie V* he demanded, start- 
ing with singular surprise. 

" Azdlie ! 'Tis an odd Moorish name, but — " 

" Speak it no more !" he said, recovering himself* 
<'Ha! what is this?" he cried, as a pomegranate 
struck the floor at his feet. 

He looked out through the window, and beheld a 
pair of- glittering eyes fixed upon him from the shrub- 
bery. Drawing his sword, he rushed forth, when 
Rascas came forward and met him. 

" Villain, is it thou ? What of the councillors V 

" The troops I ordered out by thy command have 
just passed by on their way to the gates at the top of 
their speed." 

" And thou — how camest thou hither ? Hast dog- 
ged me, traitor ?" he demanded, with fierce suspicion. 

" Nay, signor ; as I rode through yonder street at 
their head, I saw and recognised thy form and step, 
as well as thy hound, when thou enteredst the garden, 
I should have passed on, but saw that a person was 
following, and evidently playing the spy upon you. 
Drawing rein, I watched his motions, saw him scale 
the wall, and descend into the garden after you. I dis- 
mounted, and, getting over the wall by ^ cord he had 
forgotten to draw up after him, tracked him to the 
apartment of — " 

« Of whom ?" 

*' Azdlie, the beautiful quadroone !" he answered, 
with malicious triumph in his eyes as he delivered 
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this intelligence, well-guessing at the object of the 
count. 

•'Didst see his face?" 

" Not distinctly ; but I could swear he is none of 
the citizens." 

" Perhaps it is this Renault, her brother ?" 

"Nay, I know the quadroon's height and air. 
*Tis not he ! I will show thee, if thou wilt follow me, 
signer." 

" Lead on," said Osma, grasping his weapon with 
determined vengeance. 

" Softly, signer, for cooing doves are easily alarm- 
ed." 

Desiring Ninine, who had not heard this conversa- 
tion, to await his return a few moments, he rapidly 
followed his subtle guide across the orangerie to the 
path that conducted to the maiden's lattice. 

Don Henrique was seated at the feet of Az^lie, 
with his sword across his knees, and his disguise still 
on, recounting the part Renault had taken in the 
events of the night, yet with his eye fixed watchfully 
and expectingly on the door communicating from the 
boudoir with the apartments of the mother. His back 
was therefore partly turned to the Count of Osma, ^ 
who stealthily approached the window behind his cat- 
like guide. Azelie sat with her eyes bent on her lov- 
er's, with a prideful affection which the count could 
not mistake. He saw that she loved, with her heart's 
deepest passion, the man who kneeled at her feet. 
The lamp shed a soft, clear light upon her brow, and 
betrayed the loveliness of her features and the grace- 
ful proportions of her bust, which in the Cathedral her 
envious veil had half concealed from his gaze. What 
a fair, bright creature did he now leok upon ! how in- 
finitely exceeding all that he had imagined ! The 
glorious dark eyes filled with witchery ; the ripe lip, 
eloquent with love ; the beauty of her smile, and the 
thousand charms that, like young loves, made their 
home in the rich world of her beauty, transfixed him 
to the spot in silent wonder and admiration. Yet 
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there seemed to be mixed with his surprise, as he 
gazed, some painful memory, called up by her face, 
of which he in vain tried to fix the time, place, or 
event. But, baffled, he turned his attention upon the 
cavalier, who, in a low, fond lone, was talking to her, 
and vainly attempted to obtain a sight of his features, 
or catch the full sound of his, voice. His attitude and 
presence there — ^his evidently accepted love, maddened 
him. The fair jewel of her love he regarded as his 
own ! his passion had made it of all value to him, an^ 
he determined alone to share it. 

<*Knowest thou this cavalier, Rascas?*' he whis- 
pered, hoarsely. 

•* No, siguor ; but every man's blood is red !" he 
replied, significantly. 

** Nay, I would not shed it in an encounter like 
this ; I must be secret in what I do." 

** I will pledge my oath your excellency shall never 
see him again after he leaves this garden !'* he an« 
swered, touching the handle of his stiletto. 

" He shall not die, whoever he may be. He shall 
live to witness my triumph," replied the count, with 
fierceness. 

" There are dungeons in the prison that communi- 
cate with the palace," insinuated Rascas. 

" I understand thee. If thou hast thy steed in the 
street, mount him, ride after the troof), and return with 
ten horsemen. I will see that they are introduced by 
the private way through which I came in. Go ! let thy 
horse outspeed the eagle !" Rascas promptly disap- 
peared, and the count turned his attention to his vic- 
tims. 

Suddenly a nightingale from a tree near the lattice 
poured forth a flood of melody to the rising moon in 
so ravishing a strain, and with such a richness and 
variety of notes, that it seemed as if a whole choir of 
warblers were at their vespers. Don Henrique looked 
round with a delighted ear, and, as he did so, the Count 
of Osma started back with a surprised exclamation 
that had nearly betrayed his presence. 
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** This, then, is my rival ! This is why he would 
keep private, that he might pass his hours in dalli- 
ance ! Now, by the red rood ! he shall rue this, 
were he heir to the throne ! I did not think I should 
make such a prisoner when I bid Rascas go ! It hath 
gone abroad that he lieth wounded to the death ! It 
will be easy hence to bruit about his death from his 
wounds, and, if it should become needful to support it, 
I will not be backward in making it true. He shall 
exchange, within the hour, this luxurious boudoir for 
a dungeon, and this maiden's love for a jailer's com- 
panionship. Either he must be put out of the way, 
or I must give up my passion for this lovely being. 
An Osma hath never yet turned aside when love or 
ambition beckoned ; and he will scarcely do so now ! 
This is the secret of his retirement ! It is love's ar- 
row, I see, that hath wounded him. Soon, youthful 
wooer, I will take thy place ; and if love may not win 
thee to love me, fair Azdlie, power shall do it. I will 
see this false quadroone-mother the while Rascas is 
away. Here, sir ! lie there !'* he said, to his hound, 
pointing first to the ground, and then directing his at- 
tention in at the window. " I would keep a guard 
here !" 

The obedient dog lay down, and fixed his fiery eyes 
upon the young man with a settled and immoveable 
glance. 

" 'Tis well ! If he comes forth, bring him to the 
earth, but harm him not !" he said, and the intelligent 
animal seemed also to understand. Then, returning 
to the quadroone-mother, he cried, sternly, 

*« False woman ! didst thou not tell me thy daugh- 
ter's heart was free ?" 

" Yes, signor," she ancwerod, alarmed by his man- 
ner. 

" Yet at this moment a cavalier is sitting unreproved 
at her feet, and love is going on between them as bu- 
sily as if they were married but yesterday." 

Ninine uttered an exclamation of astonishment and 
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terror, and would have flown to her daughter's room^ 
but the count detained her. 

"Nay, calm thyself! I see thou knowest it not. 
Didst thou not take into thy house a wounded Span- 
iard last night ?" 

" Renault did. It is he that hath done this !" 

" Be patient. This cavalier hath won the maiden's 
heart. I saw in every look and feature that she loves 
him !" 

" Then this knife shall cut her image from his bo- 
som," she cried, seizing a small stiletto that lay in its 
case upon a marble table near her. 

" I command thee to be patient, woman. If it have 
gone no farther than this, I care not — nay, I like it 
well ! This cavalier I have little good fellowship for, 
and would fain touch him in a point so sensitive. I 
have despatched my servant for a guard. Thou shalt 
hear no more of him." 

'* It is Renault hath done it, signor." 

" If thou wouldst not do injury to thine own inter- 
ests, breathe that accursed name no more," he said, be- 
tween his shut teeth, his soul writhing at the remem- 
brance of the young quadroon's insult in the banquet- 
chamber, as well as from his recollection of his disap- 
pointed vengeance against the councillors. '' Thou 
didst admit me by a secret etitrance. Send thy slave 
to wait there for the guard I expect." 

The count paced the apartment in stern and silent 
thought, occasionally pausing at the window to listen 
for the alarm-growl of his bloodhound or the approach 
of his guard. ' At length he heard the sound of gal- 
loping horsemen, which the next moment ceased in 
the rear of the garden. Impatient to receive them, he 
hastened to the gate. They were already dismount- 
ed, and let in by the slave when he arrived. In a 
low tone, he gave a few brief orders to Rascas, who, 
followed by eight dragoons, silently advanced in the 
direction of the bopdoir. The count himself, desirous 
of concealing his agency in the arrest, kept so far in 
the backgroundi wrapped to the eyes in his cloaki as 
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to witness without sharing in the proceedings. With 
his characteristic tact, he had commanded Rascas to 
lead the dragoons into the shadow of a group of 
orange-trees beyond the range of the window, lest, 
either recognising who was to be their prisoner, they 
should be reluctant to seize. him, or because he wished 
no one save himself to know the person of his victim. 
In pursuance of this plan, Rascas was to enter his bou- 
doir, and induce him, by some duplicity, to walk forth 
into the garden, and into the snare set before him.' 

'* I have told thee, fair Azelie," said Don Henrique, 
in the hearing of those without, pursuing the conver- 
sation that had been interrupted by the song of the 
nightingale, ** that my home is in sunny Spain : and 
that I have an elder brother, during whose life I am 
forbidden to marry, on penalty of being cast forth pen- 
niless. Such is the cruel law of inheritance in my 
family. Wouldst thou wed me poor V 

** Thou dost mock my love, Henrique !" she said, 
reprovingly. " Yet my love is so great that I would 
not have thee become poor for my sake." 

" Wilt thou, then, lest my love for theep-should make 
me poor, restore me my heart ?" 

** Nay, I am perplexed ! Love would, and love 
woulcl, not ! But I love thee, and would die for thee." 

" Nay, thou shalt live for me ; I will wed, and take 
thee with me to Spain. In some little nook, out of 
the world's way, will we pass our days, and be happy 
without wealth or name." 

**Now that 1 know how much thou wilt risk by 
loving me, I shrink at what I bring upon thee." 

" Nay, sweet, thou art all the world to me ; wealth, 
honour, and rank are forgotten in loving thee ! I look 
into thine eyes and am happy ! I hear thy voice and 
am blessed ! Thy smile is sunshine to my heart, and 
thy presence to me the purest earthly bliss!" He 
kissed the cheek she laid upon his shoulder, and was 
silent a moment ; then added, with a smile, *< I did not 
tell thee that my father, lest I should marry, would 
have made me a monk ! And, to escape holy orders. 
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I took to the sea, a wanderer, and Heaven hither hath 
brought me to crown my happiness. Ha ! was not that 
a voice ?" he cried, starting up, and looking towards 
the door that led into the apartments of the quadroone- 
mother. " Nay, it was nothing," he added, resuming 
his place. He had, indeed, heard a low growl from 
the hound, but the direction of the sound had deceived 
kirn. 

•* Why, Henrique, do you keep your eyes fixed so 
constantly on the door, disturbed by the rustling of a 
leaf?" she asked, with alarm. 

« Nay, dost thou not expect Renault soon ?" he 
inquired, evasively. 

** And thou needest not fear Renault ; the knowledge 
of my happiness would be joy to him. He does in- 
deed linger ! Whither could he have gone from the 
palace V 

" Doubtless to look after the safety of the council- 
lors whom he so nobly rescued. I pray they got safe- 
ly beyond the bloodly fangs of Osma. Nay, I surely 
heard a footstep approaching," he said, placing him- 
self in an attitude to receive an intruder. 

" 'Twas not within yonder room," she said, with a 
smile ; <' thou hast listened so towards that door, that 
thou dost imagine every noise to proceed from the 
point towards which thy ears are turned. It was but 
a rustling of the breeze in the foliage without. Pray 
tell me what hath moved this suspicion in thee ?" 

" Listen — for thou must soon learn — ^but fear no- 
thing on account of what I am to tell thee. Thy moth- 
er hath sent to confer with Count Osma, and he is 
now in her apartment— thyself the subject of their 
conference. Nay, dearest, am I not here to defend 
thee ? 1 have prepared a vessel to escape with thee to 
Spain, this hour to sail if thou wilt say yes ! Short- 
ly my friends will be waiting in the street to receive 
us, and bear us on board. Wilt thou fly with me, 
dearest ?" 

« My brother !" 

« Thy lover /'* 



ST. Michael's day. 73 

*• Wherever thou goest, there will I go. But Re- 
nault—" 

<< Shall follow us. But the time will not now admit 
of delay." 

** Wherefore, then, do we linger here ? One mo- 
ment may destroy both thyself and me. The Count 
Osma will soon seek my boudoir, and thou wilt be the 
first sacrifice !** 

^ I wait here that I may meet him. I would have 
him be a witness to our love !'* he said, with a smile. 

« He will slay thee !" 

'' He will scarce dare lift his weapon againat me, 
Azdlie. And am J not armed V* 

« Then blood will flow ! Fly— fly— if not for thy 
safety, for mine — for I tremble at his wicked power !" 

"Be it so, dearest! for thy fear's sake! But I 
had hoped to have met the tyrant here in thy virgin 
presence, and looked his villany down his throat ! 
Yet I will go with thee ; but first will I leave some 
record behind, that he niay know who hath robbed 
him of his treasure." 

** Mercy ! we are lost — ^lost !" suddenly shrieked 
Azdlie. 

The Count of Osma, not desiring to be known to 
Don Henrique as an actor in his arrest, had at first 
kept back in the shadow of the trees, intending to 
leave the conduct of the whole aflair in the hands of 
Kascas, who, after posting the soldiers in ambush, had 
Aoftly approached the window. But observing them, 
through the lighted casement, still in conversation, 
and fancying, by the motion of Don Henrique's lips, 
that his own name was mentioned, he felt a desire to 
listen. He immediatefy stepped forward, and, passing 
Bascas, with ^a sign for him to stay back, stood and 
concealed himself in Ihe covert of the thickly-leaved 
vine that trellised the lattice, and, unobserved, qver- 
heard all that passed between them : what he said to 
her of his native country, of his intended flight, and, 
finally, his last words in reference to himself. The 
feelings with which he listened may be best imagined ! 

Vol. IL- 
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But mostly shame and anger crimsoned his cheek that 
his guilty purpose should be known to his victim, 
whom he saw prepared not only to meet his rage, but 
to triumph over him. 

" He shall not live to laugh at me, and make me the 
scorn of the Spanish Ccrrtezr he muttered t0 himself. 
" As he now knows that I am here in pursuit of this 
amour, I will throw off this disguise and all conceal- 
ment, and, by the red rood ! he shall live to see his in- 
amorata bless these arms !" Thus speaking, he drop- 
ped his cloak from his shoulders, and, stepping in 
through the window, presented himself before the eyes 
of Azelie just as Don Henrique had pronounced , the 
word •'* treasure.'^ 

** Of what treasure dost thou speak, fair signorT 
Methinks I did hear this word," he said, in a sarcastic 
tone, leaning upon his naked sword, and eying him 
with mingled triumph and hatred. 

" Thy knightly pastime at eavesdropping hath not 
been fruitless. Sir Garcia of Ramarez," ironically re- 
plied Don Henrique, unmoved by his sudden presence. 
Yet his eyes blazed with his feelings as he confronted 
him. 

** I do congratulate thee, signer, on thy sudden health ! 
Thou hast had a skilful leech. Thy hurt had like to 
have cost the city its roofs, and some scores of bour- 
geois their heads ! 'Tis well thou art in condition 
again. Doubtless this trembler, who hangs upon thee 
as if a lion had come in her path, hath been thy chi- 
rurgeon. She hath made a wound in my heart this 
morning, which she must e'en make whole again, if 
such be her skill." 

"Ramarez, thou hast given full license to thy 
tongue,'* said Don Henrique, with manifest surprise at 
his ironical words and haughty bearing. "If thou de- 
part not as thou camest, our respective ranks shall not 
deter me from striking thee with my sword !" 

" Love and rivalry make all men equal, fair signor,'* 
he said, in the same taunting tone. " If an eagle and 
a falcon pursue the same dove, the captive b to the 
l»rd of the strongest bea]^^* 
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** Villain, defend thyself!" cried Don Henrique, 
throwing himself upon him with his drawn sword. 

Osma was scarcely taken by surprise, though the 
assault was somewhat sudden, and received him with 
characteristic coolness and skill. For a few moments 
their swords flashed fire, so fierce and deadly was the 
brief encounter. The count had made one or two 
passes, at first, at the breast of his antagonist, and 
then, as if changing his purpose of attacking him, 
stood for the remainder of the conflict wholly on the 
defensive. Don Henrique saw this, and, on his part, 
instead of aiming at his life, sought only to disarm him* 
This, after one or two trials, he succeeded in doing, by 
dexterously changing his sword from his right to his 
left hand, and making a sudden counter-pass, the count's 
weapon flying from his grasp through the window into 
the garden. When Rascas saw this, he leaped through 
the casement, and with his dagger was about to strike 
the victor to the heart. But his master caught his 
hand and hurled him backward, crying, 

" Hadst thou slain him, I would have laid thee dead 
at my feet. Go, pick up my sword ! Thou liast the 
best of it. Signer Henrique. Thou art a skilful swords- 
man as well as thy sire. But, though victory hath si- 
ded with thee in war, it must side with me in love." 

Don Henrique had remained haughtily and indig- 
nantly standing where he had disarmed his antagonist, 
with Azelie clinging to him in eloquent silence, looking 
first in the face of one and then of the other, as if 
watching the balance in which her fate was cast. She 
looked far lovelier than ever, and Osma drank in her 
beauty with intoxicating passion. Each moment his 
determination, which had begun to waver, to use vio- 
lence towards Don Henrique, grew stronger, strength- 
ened by the admiration of her charms, which, unless 
he removed him, he felt would be lost to him for ever. 
«* Count Osma of Ramarez," said Henrique, whose 
eyes flashed at his words, and whose blood boiled at 
his libertine glances towards4he maiden, " I have borne 
thy intrusion hitherto ! I command thee to leave me." 
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** If thou wilt resign to me thy place at this lovely 
creature's feet, I will obey thee — after that I have 
wooed a while." 

** Demon ! I swear to thee, by the cross on my blade, 
I will not spare thy life if I cross it with thee once 
more ! Hath this distance from Spain made a traitor 
of thee ? Leave me, assassin !" 

«* Ha ! sayest thou !" he cried, fiercely. 

" Signer," said Rascas, hastily returning to him with 
his sword, ** one of the dragoons left with the horses 
hath given word that a company of thy soldiers, under 
command of Don Francisco de Loyola, are waiting not 
far off in the street." 

M Ha ! I had forgotten ! Treason ? So, Signor Hen- 
rique ! thou hast been corrupting my troops. I'hey 
are the friends, as I overheard, that were to conduct 
thee to thy ship, for they are abroad by no order of 
mine. Ho ! without there ! Seize this traitor !" he cried, 
with ill-concealed exultation at thus finding the shadow 
of a pretence to excuse him for doing what he had re- 
solved to do at all hazards. 

" Dost thou mean this ?" exclaimed Don Henrique, 
in the utmost surprise, seeing the window filled with 
dragoons, two or three of whom advanced within the 
room. 

"I arrest thee as a traitor to Spain!" answered 
Osma, sternly. ** Seize him, and drag him to the state 
prison !" 

" How can I commit treason ?" 

«* That shall be tried by judges." 

" Count Osma, this mockery hath gone full far !" an- 
swered Henrique, as if scarcely realizing the scene : 
"your jesting is ill timed, and methinks you should 
have chosen a fitter subject." 

** None fitter than thyself. Why do ye hesitate ? 
Seize the traitor !" he cried to the dragoons. 

One of the men and the bloodhound sprang upon 
liim at the same instant. The man received Don Hen- 
rique's sword through his heart, while the fierce hound 
fell dead as he seized him by the throat, from a wound 
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dealt iii the neck, given by the hand of Azdlie, who, 
with a stiletto, which she had long worn as the guar- 
dian of her honour, sprung between her lover and the 
savage animal. The death of his favourite enraged 
Osma to fury. For an instant Don Henrique stood 
like a lion at bay, and, with his reeking sword, men. 
aced death to whomsoever should lay hands upon him. 
Again the Count of Osma called upon them to seize 
him; in vain the youth's skill! in vain his lion-like 
courage ! in vain the sheltering bosom of Azdlie ! 
Overpowered by numbers, he was secured and bound ; 
while Osma seized the quadroone maiden, lest, in the 
phreniy of the moment, she should use upop her own 
person the weapon with which she had defended her 
lover. 

"Nay, sweet," he said, confining her in his arms 
and wresting it from her, " he is but a traitor ! and 
thou art too noble to give thy love basely. Bear him 
away, Battista," he cried to the lieutenant of the dra- 
goons, " and see that he is placed in a secure chamber 
of the prison ; for thy head will answer for it. Away 
with him !" Don Henrique struggled fearfully for 
his liberty ; and when, at length, he saw Az^lie in Os* 
ma's grasp, he foamed at th^ mouth, and gnashed his 
teeth with mingled grief, rage, and vengeance. But 
all was vain. He was dragged violently away from 
her presence, but not without receiving a glance that 
assured him she would seek death by her own hand 
ere she proved false to him. 

Alas ! how much poignant misery is mingled with 
the cup of life ! Unfortunate Henrique ! Dragged from 
the presence of thy heart's idol to become the tenant 
of a gloomy dungeon, on a vain charge of treason, that 
thy rival may rob thee of thy love and honour. Borne 
away, too, leaving thy beloved Azelie in the licentious 
arms of a libertine ! Hapless lover ! bear thy lot with 
patience, for thou shaU be speedily and wonderfully 
avenged ! 

Scarcely had the dragoons disappeared through the 
window, bearing away their prisoner and wounded 
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comrades from the garden by the way they had enter- 
ed, when Osma despatched Rascas to Loyola with a 
message, as coming from Henrique himself, to say that 
his services would not be that night required, and that 
he might return to the barracks with his men ; for he 
resolved to reserve till the morrow his punishment of 
that officer. 

He was now left alone with Azdlie, who, released 
from his hold, stood a few paces from him, panting and 
breathing like a hunted fawn that has unexpectedly 
been stopped by a new foe. Not a tear escaped her 
—not a word — ^not a cry ! Her bosom was too full oi 
feelings for utterance ! It would be difficult to analyze 
them ! Grief, indignation, terror, despair, all crowded 
upon her heart, and threatened to crush it ! Osma 
gazed upon her a few moments in silence ; and, per- 
ceiving that this was no time to press his suit, he was 
about to call for her mother, when she appeared, full 
of the intensest aletrm. 

«' I thank Heaven thou art safe, signer," she cried, 
on seeing him as she entered. ** I heard the clash of 
arms as if in the eastern street, and hastened to the 
court gate, when the porter told me it was in the di- 
rection of Az^lie's chamber. Blood is upon the floor ! 
The intruder hath been slain ?" 

" Thou wilt scarce hear of him again, signora," he 
said, quietly. <* I was now about to call thee. Thou 
Beest thy fair child is suddenly converted into a statue 
of passion and grief! I leave her in thy charge, and 
trust all to thy advice and authority ! Thou wilt scarce 
regret thy change of lovers, fair Azdlie,** he added, 
with a smile of irony. ** By Heaven ! she stands there 
like marble. See to her, signora !" he exclaimed, 
with a voice of alarm and wonder. 

Az^lie's blood had suddenly rushed back upon her 
heart, and left her fac^ indeed like marble, while every 
limb became rigid and fixed. She looked like life con- 
verted into stone ! Her very, breathing was stilled ! 

" It hath killed her !" shrieked her mother, taking 
her icy hand, and letting it fall again powerless at her 
side* 
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" I fear it hath !" repeated Osma, with emotion. 

Suddenly a piercing and terrific shriek escaped from 
her breaking heart, and she fell at length upon the floor. 

" That hath relieved her, signora ! Tears will flow 
apace, and by the morning she will be calm. I leave 
her in thy charge, and remember that thy life will an- 
swer for her safety." 

" Need I say to your excellency that^ I have no 
wish than that she shall be thine !" 

'< Be this thy mind, and thou shalt be rewarded to 
thy heart's wish," he said, wrapping his cloak about 
him. " I came not hither to-night to remove my prize, 
but to secure her. See that she have no communica- 
tion with her brother Renault, and send me word on 
the instant of his return ! Poor child ! she sobs ! 
Adieu, Ninine. Pray send thy slave to let me forth !*' 

Thus speaking, the Count of Osma lefl the boudoir 
of the hapless Az^lie, and, with his breast full of the 
passions which the last hour had awakened in it, de- 
parted from the garden, and secretly and swiftly re- 
gained his cabinet. In a quarter of an hour afterward 
De Loyola was the inmate of a dungeon, and the sol- 
diers of his command under arrest for revolt. 



CHAPTER VI. ' 

THE PUESiriT AND CAPTUBE. 

When Renault departed from the palace, after de- 
feating the governor's purpose of assassination, he left 
his party and galloped alone towards his own dwelling, 
full of anxiety for the fate of Azdlie, for whom he fear- 
ed every evil while she remained under the power of 
his cruel mother, or so long as the rumoured libertinism 
of the new governor could give her ambitious mind the 
fiuntest hope of personal aggrandizement by ofiering 



80 THB QUADROONS ; OR, 

him so lovely a victim. As he rode along, he resolved 
to remove her at once, not only from his mother's roofi 
but from the town, and become the personal protector 
of her happiness and honour. 

She was dear to him for her affection and for her 
gentle beauty, and he felt that for her safety and weU' 
fare he would willingly sacrifice his own life. With 
these thoughts mingled apprehensions for the safety of 
the president and his friends, who, though safely with- 
out the precincts of the palace, were not yet beyOnd dan- 
ger. The more he reflected upon the character of the 
governor, the more his solicitude for their escape in- 
creased ; so that, when he reached his own gate, in-- 
stead of entering, he relieved his anxiety for the safety 
of his sister by inquiring of the old African porter after 
her welfare ;> and, learning nothing that could alarm his 
fears, he spurred forward, and in a short time arrived 
at the private mansion of the president. He found him 
in the court with two others, ready to mount their 
horses, and delaying only for the arrival of the remain- 
der of their friends from their respective homes. In a 
little while these arrived, each armed, like the presi- 
dent and his party, with a heavy sword at the side and 
pistols in their holsters. 

" Gentlemen," said Renault, who was received by 
them with the warmest expressions of joy and gratitude, 
" this night's treachery should teach us caution. The 
Count of Osma has too much hatred and unsatisfied 
revenge in his bosom to let you escape without an ef- 
fort to arrest your flight. He has been foiled, not de- 
feated. I pray you, allow me to escort you with my 
small band a mile beyond the gates. Nay, I will not 
be said * no /' Remain here a few minutes, and I will 
return and ride with you to the barriers. It may not 
be you should go alone." 

Leaving the house of the Sieur d'Alembert, Renault 
then rode rapidly towards the rendezvous, in the hopes 
of finding there the most of his band of reserve of forty 
men ; though with some doubts of it, as he had dis- 
missed them to their private quarters on leaving the 
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pakf^e. He galloped forward, however, with great 
speed ; and, entering the echoing court among the 
mins, traversed it to the extremity of the hall without 
finding a single loitering individual of his party. 

" At the very moment each sword is worth its weight 
in ingots, they are dispersed. My bugle will scarce 
reach the ears of half a dozen. Yet six brave hearts 
were a bulwark before the venerable president's breast !" 

Thus speaking, he wound his bugle loud and long, 
the notes sounding far and high in the still evening. 
Thrice he repeated the well-known signal of his band, 
to the surprise of the guards at the city gates, and the 
curious wonder of the soldiers in the distant barracks* 

It was a bold step, and he felt it to be so ; but it 
was a crisis that admitted of no hesitation. In a few 
moments afterward every street seemed to give out a 
horseman, who rode in the direction of the rendezvous ; 
and in ten minutes Renault galloped forth at the head 
of thirty young men. The president and councillors 
< were soon received into their midst, and the whole body 
moved at a rapid trot towards the gates. 

" Osma^s justice /" cried Renault, as they came 
thundering up to the guardhouse. 

" Pass !" answered the captain of the guard, throw- 
ing wide the broad gates, and letting them forth into 
the country. 

Their rear was barely beyond pistol-shot from the 
walls ere Sulem appeared at the post, and delivered to 
the captain of the guard the new countersign given him 
by Osma. It was •* The Quadroone I" He had hard- 
ly gone before a troop, consisting of fifty mounted 
dragoons, spurring at full speed, came up to the barrier. 

" Ho ! Barrucas !" shouted their leader to the cap. 
tain of the guard ; *' has a party of half a dozen old 
men passed through the gate to-night ?" 

" In the midst of a squadron of horse that went by 
just before you came, I saw several elderly men riding, 
surrounded by a guard of horsemen with drawn 
swords," answered the other ; " but, though they gave 
the countersign, I was sure, before they had one third 
passed through, they were none of our troops." 
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" Forward, in pursuit," shouted the leader, waving 
his glittering sabre above his head, and dashing head- 
long through the gate. " Forward ! forward !" rung 
along the line of cavalry from mouth to mouth, each 
soldier, in his momentary ardour, forgetting the strict 
discipline that enforces silence on men under command. 
Then, with waving plumes and thundering hoofs, the 
whole squadron swept through the gate like a tempest 
of iron. v 

Renault was not yet a quarter of a mile beyond the 
gates when he heard the sounds of pursuit, and his 
suspicions left him no room to doubt the cause. Ri- 
ding up Joy the side of the president, he said, 

" I fear me, venerable sir, your life will be once 
more exposed to peril. I pray you, ride forward with 
your friends at the top bent of your speed, and leave 
me to check the pursuit. My horse ^is fleeter than 
thine. Mount him, and give me yours. So that you 
are in safety, I am content." 

" Nay, brave Renault, this may not be ; keep thy 
horse, and I will remain here. I am an old man, but 
can nevertheless wield a sword to purpose. " 

" Sir President, pardon me, thy danger has put thir- 
ty young men in peril to save thee. Wilt thou, by re- 
maining behind when escape is before thee, render that 
peril vain for yourselves ? Ride, sir ; ride, gentlemen, 
all ! We will place ourselves between you and pur- 
suit. In half an hour yoii will be safe within the for- 
tress. Eight or ten of my young men shall accom- 
pany you." 

" Be it so, since you so warmly urge it, my son," an- 
swered the Sieur d'Alembert ; " but, as I live, I had 
rather die than expose thee to harm on this occasion." 

" Fear me not, sir. Danger in these times is to me 
meat and drink. Do you ride on, in Heaven's name, 
and leave me to give a good account of these Span- 
iards." 

" Be it "its thou wilt, noble youth," said the president ; 
** thou hast put thyself in the way of danger for us, 
and we were ungenerous not to obey thee. Let me 
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embrace thee ! Doubtless they pursue iis alone. If 
they find us not with you, you will scarce come to 
blows, and nothing evil may grow out of it. It is 
best, therefore, that we do ride on. Come, gentlemen, 
our absence will prevent bloodshed ; let us spur for- 
ward." 

Thus speaking, the councillors, guarded by five or 
six young men, separated from the escort, and with 
freer rein, though the whole company had hitherto rode 
at good speed, galloped ahead. 

** Now, my brave courreurs," said Renault, having 
given orders to his troop to ride at a less rapid rate, 
**on our prudence and courage depend the lives of 
those venerable men. Yonde> advancing troops are 
Spaniards, doubtless in pursuit of them. They cannot 
certainly know that they were of our party, and may 
be turned back from the chase peaceably. But if 
they will not be prevailed on to return, but are resolv- 
ed to go on in pursuit, then it becomes us to give them 
battle. They are rapidly approaching ! A furlong 
before us is a slight elevation in an open space of the 
forest. There we will draw rein and await them. 
On !" 

In a few moments they came to the rising ground* 
and wheeled into line facing the town. They had 
hardly done so when the moonlight, flashing upon nu. 
merous glittering points in the distant forest^road, as 
well as the louder sound of gallopii^ horses, jingling 
sabres, and ringing iron, showed them that those who 
pursued were immediately upon them. 

*' Coolly and silently, my comrades, now," said Re- 
nault 'y " their force can scarcely be twice our own, 
and, for brave and determined hearts like ours, this is 
but even battle. They see us now and draw rein. 
This shows Spanish caution." 

The pursuing squadron, the same which Rasc^s or- 
dered out, but which he had commanded to ride* on 
without him, after overtaking and detaching frorrf^it 
the guard to arrest Don Henrique, on discovering Re- 
nault's troop posted in their path, suddenly drew up, 
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and their leader, riding forward a few paces, sounded 
a parley. It was answered by a note ii'oni the young 
courreur chief's bugle, and he, in tur^, rode forward to 
meet him. 

" Your servant, Signer Captcun," said the Spaniard, 
with some show of courtesy. " I am in pursuit of a 
troop of rebel horse that but now left the city gates, 
escorting certain escaped state-prisoners. I should 
have suspected thy party ; but I see their faces are 
turned city- ward, and discover in it none of those I 
seek." 1 

" Save my party, no other horse have passed this 
way within the hour," said Renault. 

" Thy party is that we seek, signor," said a gray, 
headed lieutenant, riding up. " This, Signer Captain, is 
the very leader of the party that rescued the council* 
lors in the banquet-chamber. I was present when the 
men-at-arms entered, and now recognise him. It is 
this troop, and none other, that came through the 
gates. They doubtless have sent the prisoners fsHf 
ward, and are drawn up to stay pursuit." 

'' Then, in the name of Santiago of Spain, let us 
charge through them !" cried the Spanish captain, with 
animation. 

So vigorous was the onset, the Spanish horse hav- 
ing the advantage of full twenty yards' momentuniy 
that the courreurs du hois were compelled to give way 
before it, and let them pass through without scarcely 
striking a blow. Chagrined and angry with himself 
for having suffered the Spaniard to take him thus at 
vantage, and fearing for the safety of the councillorsy 
Renault instantly rallied his troop, in his turn pursuing 
the Spanish cavalry, and attacked them while in full 
career with the most desperate valour. He assailed 
them on either flank with such fatal' obstinacy and ad- 
dress, that, before they had advanced a quarter of a 
mile, ten of the dragoons were unhorsed, and left 
weltering in their blood upon the road. His voice was 
heard above the loud tramp of the horses, inspiring 
and urging his men to avenge their dishonour. Ana 
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well did they obey him. Once he galloped to the van 
of the Spaniards, and in person attacked the Spanish ' 
leader, cheering his troop; and shouting for them to 
strive to gain the front. 

Tiiis desperate flying conflict continued for nearly 
half a league, the hovering courreurs dealing death and 
wounds upon their foes, and they, by the command of 
their leader, who each moment expected to come up 
with the fugitive councillors, only acting on the defen- 
sive, and using their spurs rather than their swords. 
All at once Renault, who had fallen to the rear for 
the purpose of assembling his party to take advantage 
* of a winding in the road to cross the forest and gain 
the van, heard a shoiit from the Spanish leader that 
" betrayed the discovery of the pursued. He looked 
ahead, and his worsf fears were confirmed by seeing 
them galloping along an open glade, upon which the 
raoon shone brightly, fully exhibiting the small party 
to the eyes of the Spaniards. 

" Now, my brave friends," he cried to his band, 
^ let us defend and save our judges, or die with them. 
Follow me !" 

The way was too narrow, as well as the speed at 
which the Spaniards rode too great, for him to pass 
them before they could come up with the fugitives. 
Therefore Renault, after giving the command, turned 
off to the right, followed by his whole troop save 
three or four that had fallen in the flying contest. Ri- 
ding a little way at full speed through a natural ave- 
nue of the forest, he came to a narrow path which ad- 
mitted but two abreast. This he entered, and, after 
galloping about five minutes, emerged suddenly into 
the great forest, ahead both of the pursuers and pur- 
sued. It was with joy that he saw the councillors had 
not yet passed by, though they were visible not a 
hundred yards off, approaching at a rapid pace, the 
dragoons close upon them, and the voice of their cap« 
tain shouting upon them to surrender. 

The appearance of Renault surprised the Spaniards, 
and, slackening their pace, they camo to a halt. But 
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the absence of the party that had so anngyed his rear 
instantly accounted to him for this apparently fresh 
squadron, and he was about to give th^ order to charge 
them. But Renault, with whose party the fugitives 
had united, profiting by his former experience, and 
seeing his only safety was in fighting, anticipated him 
by leading his o<^n men to the onset ere the Spaniards 
could get in motion. _ The meeting was terrific and 
most sanguinary. The president fought by the side 
of Renault ; and the councillors were seen every- 
where the fight was thickesi, dealing deadly blows. 

The force of the Spaniards was far greater than 
that of the courreurs du hois ; and, after a severe coi^ 
flict of ten minutes, the latter were ready to give way,, 
half of their number already lying dead on the ground. 
Even when the battle waxed warmest, the Spanish 
leader did not forget the object he had in view ; and, 
notwithstanding their stout defence, the councillors, 
through his coolness and skill, were one after another 
made prisoner and carried to the rear. Thrice the 
president had been seized and borne from his saddle, 
and as many times had Renault, assisted by two or 
three of his party whom he summoned to his aid, res- 
cued him from their hands. 

" This determination to take me alive, Renault," 
said the president, '* shows me that, if taken, I am re- 
served for a worse fate than can await me here. So 
I will die here, sword in hand." 

" Nay, thou shalt escape with me !" said Renault. 
" My poor comrades I" he sighed ; " this has been a 
fatal night for them. Thy friends, sir, are all fallen 
or taken captive ! What do we battle for longer save 
fqr thyself? Thy horse bleeds to death ! Mount mine 
and fly !" 

" Alas ! that my worthless life should have caused 
so great bloodshed ! If my escape will end it, I will 
do as thou wilt [" answered the president, despond, 
ingly. 

Renault wound a recall upon his bugle, and the 
remnant of his band gathered round him. Then, 



«T. Michael's day. 87 

mounting the president upon his own horse, and leap- 
ing upon another, he placed him between himself and 
one of his troop ; and, ere the Spanish captain, whose 
force was very much diminished by the slain and the 
absence from the field of those necessary to guard the 
captives, conld divine their intentions, they were in 
full speed of flight. 

" Hold, signors ! pursue them no farther ! We 
hav^ six^of them captives, and we had best return 
with these ere we are attacked by a fresh troop, and 
risk the loss of them ! for I am told these forests are 
filled with roving gentlemen of the blade, and we are 
ih little condition to do battle again to-night. Mount 
and guard your prisoners, and then spur for the gates ! 
If Osma give me not a colonelcy for this night's 
bloody work, he hath little appreciation of a cavalier's 
merits ! Are you all to horse ? Then forward !" 

Obedient to his command, the Spanish troop, one 
third less in number than when they left the town, 
guarding between them the six venerable prisoners, 
weary, wounded, and bleeding, formed into marching 
column, and at a slower pace than they had come out, 
returned towards the city. 

Count Osma was seated in his cabinet an hour after 
his return from the quadroone's dwelling, his satellites 
Rascas and the Moor closeted with him, both having 
fulfilled their respective missions, save, as has been 
seen^ that Rascas, instead of continuing on with the 
dragoons as he had been ordered to do, transferred his 
services more immediately to his master's person. 
He was waiting impatiently for news from those who 
had been despatched to intei-cept the flight of the 
councillors. Suddenly the sound of a body of horse 
reached his ears, and he started to his feet. 

** Go, Rascas, and quick bring me their report !" he 
cried. 

During ^is absence he paced his room with rapid 
and nervous strides, and half met him at the door 
when he returned. 

"So! what tidings ?" 

" Taken," answered Rascas, laconically. 
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« All !" 

« Six of them." 
" Where is Captain Lopez ?" 
" Here, your excellency," replied the captain of the 
ti^ "vwho had followed at the heels of the count's 

«<YP^.are ^11 returned, Signor Captain! Are 
these i S ■■- juugjjb taken?" 

'< All save one ; hut with, the loss of sixteen of our 
party.' 

" And but seven old men to oppose thee ! How is 
this, sir ?" 

" They had an escort of some thirty courreurs du 
hois, I think they are called." 

" Ha ! this Renault once mpre !" cried Osma^ in an 
angry tone of surprise. " One escaped, saidst thou? 
If thou hast the old president, they might all have fled.** 

" I know not their rank, signor," answered the cap. 
tain ; " every man of them is old and gray-headed." 

" Conduct them hither." * 

In a few moments afterward the captive judges 
stood before him. 

"You are welcome, gentlemen," said the county 
with haughty scorn, as they were led in, guarded, one 
oiler another. " Ha ! Signor Captain, are these the 
six? Are these all your captives?" he demanded, 
with keen and violent disappointment, as the last en* 
tered. " Where is the president ?" 

" If he be not here, it is he who has escaped," re* 
plied the Spanish captain. 

" Then thy head shall answer for it ! I had rather 
he were here in chains before me than a score of less* 



er men." 



" It may not be helped, signor. We fought till I 
lost a third of my men. The one who escaped was 
wrested from us by the coolness and address of the 
caurreur chef, who galloped off with him, his hand upon 
his rein, the remnant of his men circling him with 
their bodies." 

" They have then escaped to their fortress, signor," 
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said Rascas. " If you have not trouble ere many 
days from that quarter, I know not the mettle of this 

" I would give his head's weight in gold for it !" 

** Give me the weight of his brains in silver , 1 1 
will bring it thee, signer," answered Rascas ■ A\y 
and significantly touching the haft of '^'i de ^^•'^ 

" We will talk of this anon. V\ nov "s !" he 
added, fixing his glance with stern vindictive ^ss upon 
the captives, "do you not deserve death?" 

" Not for doing our duty," replied the oldest of the 
judges, firmly. 

" Nor shall Osma for doing his. Drag them away 
to prison, and send them a priest ; for they die at sun- 
rise !" 

The count turned from them as he spoke, and they 
were led forth from his presence, without his bestow- 
ing upon them another glance. 

" Ho, Sulem ! go bid Lopez cotiduct them into the 
council chamber ere they be taken to prison, and sum- 
mon the cabildo to me there forthwith. I had forgot. 
I have promised my daughter they shall have a trial." 

In a quarter of an hour afterward, this tribunal of 
Osma's own creatures was assembled, the prisoners 
brought before it, and confronted with certain witness- 
es that were readily to be found. The charge made 
against them was that of rebellion. Rather for his 
own amusement than a desire for justice, Osma bade 
his assessor hear and record the testimony against the 
prisoners, and then called upon them for their defence. 
The elder councillor pleadecl that he had done no- 
thing. except in the character of commissary-general 
and ordonateur of the King of France in the province ; 
and to him alone he was accountable for the motives 
that had directed his official conduct. This plea was 
sustained ; but the Count of Osma, although, the cahil- 
do was a civil court, in his character as command- 
ing general as well as president of the tribunal, Jiken- 
ing it to a court-martial, said he disproved the judg- 
ment of the cabildo, and that the prisoner was guilty. 

H2 
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Another of the councillors boldly offered the same 
plea, which was in like manner disapproved by the 
commanding general. The other prisoners, seeing 
this, denied the jurisdiction of the tribunal before 
which they were arraigned. Their plea, however, 
was overruled, and they were convicted under an old 
statute, which denounces the punishment of death and 
confiscation of property, not only against those who 
excite any insurrection against the king or state, or 
take up arms under pretext of extending their liberty 
or rights, but against those who give them any assist- 
ance. Osma then rose up, and, afler declaring that 
the Sieur d'Alembert and Renault the Quadroon were 
also included in their conviction, condemned them to 
be hanged, and pronounced the confiscation of their es- 
tates. 

On hearing this, several of the better class of town's- 
people who had sided with Spain, as well as some of 
the Spanish officers (for the council-chamber was 
thrown open to the populace, and was nearly filled even 
at that late hour), sought, by the most earnest entrea- 
ties, to prevail on the governor, before he lefl the forum, 
to remit or suspend the execution of his sentence till 
the royal clemency could be implored. He was, how. 
ever, inflexible and inexorable ; and the only indulgence 
he would condescend to grant was, that their punish* 
ment should be inflicted by shooting instead of hanging, 
" So ! Take them to prison ! This farce hath been 
in play full long. Early to-morrow afternoon let them 
be led forth to execution !" 

Thus speaking, the sanguinary governor strode from 
the counciLchamber, where justice and humanity had 
been thus openly mocked, and the victims of his blood, 
thirsty vindictiveness were conducted to the dungeons 
prepared for them. 

** On the ensuing morning," says FranQois Xavier 
Martin, in his History of Louisiana, " the guards at 
every gate and port of the city were doubled, and or- 
ders were given not to allow anybody to enter it. All 
the troops were under arms, and paraded the streets, 
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or were placed in battle array along the levie and on 
the public square. Most of the inhabitants fled into 
the country. At six o'clock in the afternoon, the vie- 
tims were led, under a strong guard, to the small square 
in front of the barracks, tied to stakes, and an explo- 
sion of musketry soon announced to the few inhabitants 
who remained in the city that their friends were no 
more. Posterity, the judge of men in power, will doom 
this act to public execration : an act which no necessi. 
ty demanded and no policy justified; an act which 
served rather to gratify a spirit of retributive vengeance 
in the satisfaction of personal revenge than to answer 
the ends of national justice." 



CHAPTER VII. 

« 

SCENE WITHIN THE ISLAND-FORTRESS. 

The sun was yet a quarter of an hour high on the 
afternoon of this murderous execution of the council- 
lors, when a single horseman, in the uniform of a chas- 
seur, issued at full gallop out of a forest two leagues 
from the town, and drew rein upon the shores of a 
wooded lake. His coal-black horse was whitened with 
foam, and his flanks reeking with blood, while the brow 
of the rider was flushed and stern. Matters of serious 
>import evidently had caused him to take to saddle. 

The shore on which he emerged was. a shelving 
beach of white sand, that, like a snowy belt, girdled a 
small lake ^bout one mile in width, and on every side 
shut in by noble forest-trees. In the centre of the 
lake, which lay, like a steel mirror, tinted with gold 
under the evening sun, was a small island, on which 
frowned the towers and battlements of a fortress, with 
the flag of France hoisted over that of Spain proudly 
waving above its ramparts. Wild ducks sailed in 
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troops about the lake, and the white gull skimmed its 
surface with arrowy wing ; the kingfisher seared mid- 
heaven, marking his finny prey with far-sighted vision 
as it swam deep beneath the surface ; while the eagle, 
balanced still higher, kept watch upon him in turn, 
ready to descend like a thunderbolt, and rob him of it 
when he should rise dripping from the flood. The 
whole scene was brilliant and touchingly beautiful, yet 
full of majestic repose, slumbering so quiet there in 
the lap of eternal forests. 

Without pausing to bestow a glance upon the sce- 
nery, he had no sooner reined up, than, looking wistful- 
ly towards the fortress, he wound a horn that hung at 
his saddle-bow, sending the notes far across the water. 
After the lapse of a few seconds it was answered from 
the fortress, and a boat instantly put off from the island 
and approached the main. It was rowed by two oars, 
men, and a third individual stood up in the stern. As 
it came near the shore, the horseman dismounted, tied 
his horse to a tree, and walked to the water's edge, as 
if too impatient to . lose a moment in getting to the 
island. 

" Ha, Rapin de Thoyras ! Is it thou ?" demanded 
the person in the boat, on coming near enough to the 
land to discern his features. ** Cease rowing, my 
men ! Here is treachery !" 

'* Nay, Charleval," answered the other, stretching 
forth his hand frankly, and then placing it earnestly on 
his heart, " I am henceforth a courreur du hois ! Take 
me to your bosom again !" 

" Nay, I did love thee as a brother once — ^love thee 
more than all our happy band of Seven ; now, alas ! 
disloyal and debased. But we will speak of this no 
more. Wherefore have you sounded our private siff. 
nair 

" I would be conducted to the presence of your first 
chfef." 

" Renault hath been engaged in a sacred duly since 
the morning. Sieur d'Alembert lieth at the point of 
deatby and he waits by his bed's head to receive his 
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latest breath. This is no time to intrude thyself upon 
him. I fear treachery from lhee,DeThoyras. Where- 
fore shouldst thou see him ?" 

" They have slain my father !" 

« Thy father ! Who hath d6ne it ?" 

« This Count Osma. Within this hour, my father, 
with five of the other judges, have been shot in the 
square." 

" Sayest thou this on thy faith ?" 

^' True as I stand here shedding hot tears of grief 
and vengeance." 

*' I believe thee ! They shall be avenged !" said 
Charleval, with deep sorrow. "What wouldst thou 
do?" 

" Avenge my father !" was the stern reply. " Ev- 
ery sword in our band shall be thine. To offer them 
to thee I have ridden hither." 

" Take a seat beside me," he said, as the boat touch- 
ed the shore ; " our brave, noble councillors ! Hath 
Osma done so bloody a thing ? Then are his own days 
numbered ! I will trust thee, De Thoyras, for grief 
hath made thee penitent. Nay, I will embrace thee, 
and give thee my confidence. Now know that a mes- 
senger, a swift Indian runner, hath been despatched to 
the Camanchee king, who has oflen pressed upon us 
his services, to come and aid us in driving out the 
Spanish troops, with a thousand of his warriors. He 
has a deadly hatred, it seems, for the Spaniards, and 
desires to meet them in battle. It will be ten days be- 
fore they can reach us. One hundred of the noble 
Atchafalayas, with a fleet of pirogues, will wafl them 
to this side of the river, while their horses swim beside 
the boats. In ten days, at the farthest, they will be 
here. We had intended only to drive out the Span- 
iards ; but now, blood shall atone for blood, and that of 
Osma*s heart must flow ere vengeance is appeased. 
Poor councillors ! Savage and bloodthirsty tyrant !" 

" The whole town are indignant and alarmed," said 
the chasseur ; " this act has filled every bosom with 
terror. Men are flyipg to arms everywhere, and Re- 
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nault and thyself may lead full two thousand men 
against the city." 

" Doth thy chief, Caronde, know this ? and if he does, 
will he not side with this guilty governor ?" 

*' He lies suffering from shame and pain in our 
stronghold, and hath, in his rage, slain two of our party 
for mocking at his mutilated hand. This has enraged 
the whole band against him ; and their affection hath 
ever been more for myself than for him." 

« Will they obey you r 

« To a man !" 

** And these Ladrones of the Lagoons, that are thy 
allies, some two hundred in number 7" asked Charleval, 
as the boat moved swiftly across the lake. 

" They will fight where the booty and pay is best. 
Caronde is become nedirly penniless through his ex- 
travagances, and they will easily be persuaded to use 
their knives and carbines on this side." 

" This I will leave to you, and also the conversion 
of Caronde's band." 

In a few moments they reached the island, and the 
messenger was escorted into the fortress ; which, as 
he passed along, he saw was filled with the adherents 
of Renault. 

In a small room of the fortress, with rough stone 
walls, and a single aperture for a window, through 
which the sunlight shone in cheerfully, lay an old man 
upon a rude pallet. His thin, white hairs were scat- 
tered over his expansive forehead, which was pale, and, 
to the eye, cold like sculptured marble. His majestic 
features were of the hue of death, but on them patience 
in endurance struggled with suffering. It was the 
Sieur d'Alembert. He had received a mortal wound 
in ,tjie attack the night before, and death was fast fix- 
ing his seal upon his brow. Beside him stood a priest» 
in silent waiting for his departure, having adminilster- 
ed to him the last sacraments of the church. Near 
his pillow stood Renault, full of grief; for he loved 
him as a father, and affection had bound him to his 
bedside since he first placed him there on reaching the 
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fortress after his escape with him. The venerable man 
had his fading eyes fixed upon the small spot of sky 
through the window, as if surveying the path along 
which his spirit was to take its upward flight. Reason 
was clear, and serene resignation sat upon his counte- 
nance. 

** My son !" he said, faintly.. 

Rena,ult pressed his hand, but could not speak. 

** I havfe wearied you this day, my son. My time 
here will be but a few moments longer. I would ask 
a dying favour !" 

« Speak, my father !" 

"That you avenge not myjdeath. Louis has seen 
fit to give our province to Spain ; and Spain has done 
no more than take her right. Forffive your king, and 
suffer Spain ! Disperse your band, and be a peaceful 
citizen. This world hath enough evils that come un. 
called ; seek to live in peace in it with all men, even 
with thy enemies. If you would look upon human 
wars and ambition as they now appear to me, you 
would, so you could serve Heaven in conscience, scarce 
heed who ruled the different nations of the earth for 
the short time you lived upon it. Now promise me, 
Renault, my son, you will live peaceably under the 
Spanish rule, nor seek to avenge my death !" 

Renault dropped the hand he had so long held, rose 
from the bedside, and hastily paced the room a few 
moments without replying, his bosom torn by conflict- 
ing emotions. 

" My son," said the dying councillor, with a slight 
accent of reproof. 

The voice instantly drew him to his pillow. "For- 
give me, my more than father ! Thy wish shall be 
granted !" 

" Bless thee, bless thee ! I shall go happier, feeling 
that I do not bequeath civil commotions to my unhap- 
py country." 

There was at this moment a low knock at the door, 
and Charleval then entered. 
*• How is it with the venerable judge ?" he asked, 
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floflly. " The rapid chisel of death hath sharpened 
his features." 

"He will go with the sun," answered Renault. 
"What news bring you from the main land? Your 
countenance is troubled." 

" The councillor will in a few moments rejoin his 
friends," was the evasive repjy. 

« What mean you ?" 

« They are dead !" 

« How ? Do I hear rightly ?" 

" Too well. The six councillors have been shot, by 
order of Osma, in the square." 

" Then Osma dies !" 

« Dead are they all t" said the dying judge, who 
had overheard anc^ understood their words. " Then 
have they exchanged misery for happiness." With a 
triumphant lighting up of his countenance, he then 
half rose up in his bed, and cried, 

** I come to thee, my friends ! I come ! Heaven re- 
ceive my spirit !" 

He fell back and expired. 

" Another victim has gone to accuse Osma at the 
bar of Heaven !" cried Renault, with mingled grief 
and indignation. " Happy councillor ! Heaven hath 
a great gain in our loss." 

" He must be avenged !" said Charleval, sternly. 

" Nay, I have sworn he shall not." 

" But not to avenge the other councillors thou hast 
not sworn ?" 

i " No ; but the president looked at me as he expired, 
and I knew what his tongue would have spoken had 
not death taken away the power of speech. No, 
Charleval, we must not do it. To avenge them were 
to avenge him also. We must live either under thia 
Spanish rule, or leave our native land for maternal 
France." 

" Art thou in earnest, Renault ?" 

" The chamber of death is no place to trifle in, my 
friend. We must disband our adherents, or leave 
Spain in quiet possession of the province." 
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« Be it so, Renault," answered Charleval, grasping 
his hand ; << but we will talk of this anon. Rapin de 
Thoyras is waiting to see thee," he added, quickly, ho- 
ping that his account of the sanguinary massacre 
might fire his friend's bosom, and lead him to forget 
his promise to the dying councillor. 

The interview between De Thoyras and Renault, 
which grief did not permit him to grant for full two 
hours after the death of the councillor, was brief, and 
terminated with Renault's rejection of his offer of as. 
sistance. 

'' I pray thee, sir," he said to him, as he was about 
dismissing him, ** use thy influence over thy band, and 
persuade them also to disperse. It is best the prov« 
ince should be settled in quiet, and we shall most show 
our love to our country by forwarding, all that lies in 
our power, the wishes of our departed father and coun- 
cillor.'* 

While he was yet speaking, a bugle was heard from 
the main, blown in a harsh, discordant key. 

<< That is Grobin, and none else," said Charleval, as 
the unskilful bugler continued to wind note afler note. 

" Despatch a boat for him," said Renault ; " I fear 
worse tidings still. Didst thou learn aught of my sis- 
ter, Sieur de Thoyras, while thoii wert in the city 1" 

" Nothing touching her welfare." 

*• It may be she hath come to no harm. Now Heav- 
en hath taken the spirit of my friend to itself, I must 
«ee to her safety." 

In a little while Gobin, for the messenger was in- 
deed he, was brought into the presence of Renault. 
His countenance was expressive of great alarm, and 
his limbs trembled. 

" Grobin, I pray thee deliver speedily and briefly the 
message thou art charged with," said Renault, impa- 
tiently. 

" Brother Spain ha' a shotted the councillors." 

** Hath any harm come to Azelie ?" 

" Not yet,^ gossip. I took service last night wi* 
brother Spam, but I was a drunk when I did't. I 

Nou IL^I 
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went to bed, and slept till six o'clock, when guns 
a-firing woke me up, and I looked out o' the window, 
and I see the six councillors lying dead, shotten 
through the heart, on the ground," he added, as if his 
mind was deeply impressed with the scene he had 
witnessed. 

** We know it, Gobin ; did this alone bring thee 
hither?" 

'< No, gossip. Soon as it was well dark, before the 
moon got up, I ran off from the palace, afraid cousin 
Spain would a-chop my head off, and was going to 
hide myself in your house, when a gray woman met 
me and gave me this note," he continued, fumbling 
in his vest ; *' and told me to bear it to you with the 
wind's speed. I dropped myself down the outside of 
the wall, and was coming a^foot, when I saw gossip 
Boviedo on a horse he had found running loose after 
the last night's battle. He swore he had won him by 
his valour ; I bade him keep him by his valour ; and, 
setting upon him, overset him' like a cotton bale to the 
ground, robbed him of his bugle, jumped into the sad- 
dle, and am here wi' the first news o' the councillor's 
being shotted. The note will scarce give thee more 
sorry news, gossip Renault." 

He delivered the note as he spoke. It contained but 
one line. Renault read it, and with a loud ,cry of mis- 
ery and despair, fell forward, and would have quite fall- 
en to the floor but for the sustaining arm of CharlevaL 
He was for an instant in convulsions. By a strong ef- 
fort of his mind, he, however, recovered himself, and 
once more glanced over the note. 

" 'Tis writ there in letters of fire. Blood alone can 
quench them. Ho ! Charleval ! sound the gathering 
cry of the band. De Thoyras, I will accept thy aid. 
To horse, and meet me an hour hence at the Pont- 
chartrain gate, with every man thou canst make follow 
thee. To arms and to horse !" he shouted, madly. 

The chasseur lieutenant instantly took his departure, 
full of surprise at this sudden change in the temper of 
the courreur cheff and wondering at the cause that pro- 
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daced it, though gratified at the result. The fortress 
was at once in arms. In less than half an hour, a flo- 
tilla of horse-barges lefl the island, and steered for the 
main land ; while Renault, full of impatience, his brain 
burning with the fever of his mind, and incapable of en- 
during the slow progress of the barges, leaped from a 
rock into the lake, and swam on horseback before them 
to the land. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

I 

OSMA AND THE qUADRQONE-MOTHER. 

The Count of Osma had glutted his appetite for blood 
in that of the six councillors, and the vindictive demon 
within him, which demanded their lives, sated for the 
present with this sacrifice, slumbered ; but another was 
now awakened scarcely less devilish. This was the 
fiend of lawless passion. After the massacre, the 
streets were deserted save by the soldiery. A gloom 
like that of the tomb hung over the city, and no sounds 
but those from armed men met the ear. Osma was in 
his cabinet waiting for the twilight. It came, and, at- 
tended by the Moor Sulem, he sought, the habitation of 
the Quadroone. He was admitted as 'before, and found 
Ninine alone. 

" Where is my beautiful Azelie ?" he asked, gayly, as 
he entered through the Venetian casement into the 
apartment. 

*' She sleeps, my lord," she answered, significantly. 

"Thou hast given her the sleeping potion I sent 
hither by my slave ?" 

** An hour ago." 

" And she has slept ever since ?" 

" Some twenty minutes, my lord." 

" It is well done of thee. Lead me to her. I would 
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feed my love by banqueting on her beauty while she 
slumbers. Sleep hath a thousand charms unknown to 
waking life. Lead me on, I pray thee, signora." 

The quadroone-mother rose, and led the way to the 
chamber of Azelie. A small silver lamp, suspended 
above the couch, shed a sofl lustre around. With one 
arm pillowing her cheek, her raven hair falling like a 
half.drawn veil about her, slept, like an infant, the pure 
object of Osma's passion. Her beauty struck him 
with increased surprise. He was awed by it, and a 
thought of his own daughter crossed his mind as he for 
a moment contemplated the virgin loveliness of the fair 
child before him. But these thoughts were by no 
means welcome, and he banished them, though not 
without an effort. He knelt beside her, took her sojfl, 
unconscious hand in his, and admiringly traced the 
azure veins that lined it. He watched the gentle rise 
and fall of her young bosom with desire, and impress- 
ed, with licentious lips, an impassioned kiss upon her 
maiden cheek. Still she slept on, Heaven alone the pro- 
tector of her innocence. 

" Signora, I knew not till now half the value of thy 
treasure ! I will bear her privately to my palace while 
she sleeps. Ho, Sulem !" 

The Moor, who had followed him like his shadow, 
stood before him, and made a profound reverence of 
submission to his will. 

" Nay, my lord," said the quadroone-mother, quick- 
ly ; " ere thou remove her to thine own roof, certain 
conditions must be complied with." 

"Ha! a price?" 

" Ten thousand crowns." 

** Wouldst thou sell thy daughter like a slave, wom- 
an?" 

" Nay, have not wedded brides a bridal portion ?" 

" The bride, but not the bride's mother." 

" Thou seest Azdlie !" she said, artfully pointing to 
the slumbering girl, confident in the power of her sin- 
gular beauty ; " have I demanded too much ?" 

" No. Sulem ! hie thee to my treasury, and forth- 
with bring the amount i^ told gold." 
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The slave departed, and, during his absence, Osma 
stood gazing upon the lovely sleeper in silence. As 
he gazed, an expression of singular thoughtfulness came 
upon his features, and, with growing surprise, he seem- 
ed to be tracing some fancied resemblance that dis- 
turbed him. 

" How like i^ the shell-like curve of the pearly eyelid, 
and long jetty fringe that turns back from the cheek it 
shades !" he said, half aloud ; " how like is the smile v 
that lingers upon the mouth, and how very like the 
mouth itself! 'Tis a strange and wonderful resem. 
blance that cometh upon me, feature by feature ! Me- 
thinks I toyed with that dark hair eighteen years ago. 
Hath Heaven awakened this likeness to defeat my pur- 
pose ? Hence — away, superstitious fears ! Shall an 
idle memory, a fancied resemblance to the long-buried 
dead aiSright me ?" 

<' What wouldst thou, signer ?" asked the quadroone- 
mother, hearing him speak. 

" Art thou listening ? Nothing. Hath he not yet 
returned ? Ha ! Methinks there is a shadow in the 
window. Good Heaveps ! dost see that ?" 

The quadroone- mother flew to the casement as he 
spoke, and beheld a tall figure looking in upon her, 
with blazing eyeballs, and one finger lifted wamingly 
and menacingly. Uttering a shriek of horror and 
mortal fear, she fell senseless upon the floor. When 
she came to herself a few moments afterward, she look- 
ed wildly about her, as if seeking the object of her 
terror. 

" What means this fear, signora ?" asked the count, 
concealing his own alarm at the sight of the sorceress, 
lest a confirmation of his terror might defeat his pur-^ 
pose, which had received a shock, but not a defeat, by 
the presence of one his experience told him was no 
messenger of good to him. 

" Didst see it ?" she gasped. 

« What ?" 

** The— spirit— the Moor !" 

^ He has not returned ?" 

12 
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" Nay — a— a woman !" 

" I have seen nothing but branches waving without 
in the night-breeze. Cease your alarm.'* 

" Was it nothing, then, signor V 

** Nothing but an image of tny brain." 

" Could it have been fancy ? If the dead do appear, 
my lord, it should be at such a time as this !" 

" Thou hast seen nothing that is not of this world. 
What didst thou fear ?" he asked, seeing her calmer, 
desirous of learning something of the mysterious being 
who had before exercised such an influence over him- 
self, as well as now over the quadroone-mother. 

But she waved her hand, and signified her desire not 
to be questioned. In a few minutes afterward Sulem 
reappeared, and the gold was told down to the mother, 
who, at the sight of it, forgot her late terrors. 

"Azelie is then mine, signora?" asked Osma, ap- 
proaching and kneeling on one knee at the couch of 
his victim, as Sulem counted the last piece into her 
hand. 

•* Thine, your excellency. But thou wilt have to 
keep her in a golden cage, for a young hawk will be 
hovering o'er thy palace roof to pounce upon the dove 
when once the keeper is away," she said, with a mali- 
cious feeling which was inherent in her, and would 
break out even to a benefactor, if it might be she could 
mingle poison in his cup of .enjoyment. Osma she 
thought was too happy, and her heart was envious. 
So from its abundance she spake. 

** How meanest thou ?" 

" That the son of the late Marquis Caronde hath^ 
long sought her — and that thou art his rival." 

** Methinks I heard something of this from Rascas. 
He lieth ill at ease, signora, maimed and sore from 
disappointments and wounds." 

" The hurt tiger is most ferocious. I warn thee ! 
Besides, my lord, he hath a claipi upon her as a master." 

" AzMie his slave ! Doth he assert this ?" 

« He doth — listen ! I was a slave, and the Marquis 
of Caronde purchased me and made me free, but for- 
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got to record my manumission on the provincial rec* 
ords ; and his son hath revived the question of bondage, 
and claims me as his slave, that he may possess the 
person of Az^lie." 

** This is new. And, singular enough, the only law 
that I have not changed is that of slavery, which I have 
sanctioned, and proclaimed shall remain as heretofore.** 

" Caronde will claim thy mistress," she said, coolly. 
^ He hath a restless d.nd vengeful spirit, and will give 
thee no rest, my lord !" 

" Wherefore dost thou press this upon my ears, 
woman ? Hast thou a purpose in't t" 

" His death '" she answered, fixing her eyes full 
upon his. 

« Dost thou hate him ?" 

" He hath wronged me. Doth a woman ever for- 
give a wrong ?" 

" Wouldst thou have me slay him? This seemeth 
to be what thou aimest at." 

" Thou nor Az^lie may live while he lives." 

« Nay, if I slay him, men will call it fear of a rival." 

" Wilt thou brook that thy mistress should be pub- 
licly claimed by thy rival as his slave ?" 

" No, woman*" 

" Then he who alone can claim her as such must 
cease to live." 

" Thou hast deeply considered this matter. This 
Caronde, then, shall die ere the morrow's sunset." 

" For this promise, see what I place in thy hands !'* 
she said, with a smile of gratified revenge, taking from 
her bosom a small casket, and delivering it to him. 

<< What is this, signora ?" he asked, opening and 
drawing from it a small roll of parchment, to which 
was affixed the provincial seal. 

« It is the instrument of my manumission ; a gift 
from the Marquis of Caronde to me after the birth of 
my son." 

" Wherefore do you n6w place it in my hands ?" 

** That the laws may not disturb your possession of 
Azdlie, whoin this instrument makes your slave, and 
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that you may make use of it for your own ends if her 
haughty spirit should rise superior to the condition to 
which her birth has destined her." 

•* Thou art a deep and subtle woman. Thy sagaci- 
ty shall not go unrewarded. Slave ! go to yonder es- 
critoir, and draw briefly after this model a bill of 
manumission in the name of Signora Ninine. Thou 
shalt have it as an evidence that thou thyself art free, 
while this I retain, to iattest, if need be, the bondage 
of thy daughter to herself!" he said to her, with a 
smile of triumphant power. 

The Ethiopian secretary soon completed the instni. 
ment he had been commanded to draw up, and Osma, 
affixing to it his signature and seal of state, delivered 
it to her. Az^lie, the lovely victim of this diabolical 
scheme, still slept, under the influence of the potion the 
Count of Osma had sent to be administered to her, un- 
conscious of the fate to which she had been consigned, 
i " Now, my gentle Houri," said he, bending over her, 
and feasting his eyes upon her beauty, as a miser ga- 
zes upon a newly-gotten treasure, ^* thy charms shall 
bloom in a palace, and for thy beauty I will return thee 
honour. Sulem, the cloak !" 

' Receiving a large mantle from his sjave, and folding 
it about her, he lifted her from the couch and placed 
her in the Moor's arms. 

i " Now, slave, see that, thou bear her gently. If she 
waken by thy roughness, thy head shall answer it. 
Proceed ! Signora, adieu !" 

Thus speaking, the licentious Spaniard, whom guilt 
had sunk to such a level as companionship with this 
wicked bondwoman, wrapped his cloak about him, 
and followed the Moor through the dark avenues of 
the garden towards the secret gate in the wall. As 
he passed through it, he thought he saw the same 
mysterious figure that had appeared at the window of 
the boudoir, gliding across from one path to another ; 
but, after stopping a while and not seeing it again, he 
fiwicied it was his own guilty imagination that offered 
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to his mind a picture which he was momentarily 
dreading would appear openly to his vision. 

By the private postern that communicated with the 
banquet-room, the Moor re-entered the palace, closely 
followed by his master, and bore his sleeping burden 
without observation to a small but sumptuous apart- 
ment, richly and luxuriously furnished, that opened 
from the cabinet, and which, from appearances, had 
been prepared expressly for her reception, 

** Place her upon that ottoman, Grently, slave. 
Dost thou think thou art letting down a bale of goods V* 
he demanded, as they entered unobserved this room. 

The Moor obeyed; and then, drawing back a few 
paces, stood with his hands folded upon his breast. 
The count softly removed the mantle that enveloped 
her form, and dwelt upon the expressive face, to which 
the motion had given a slight colour, adding to her 
beauty. The position in which the slave placed her 
was, unintentionally, most graceful. She still slept 
profoundly, and with so faint a breathing that Osma, 
after watching her a few moments, turned to the Moor, 
and said with alarm, 

<<She sleeps soundly, Sulem, and, methinks, full 
long." 

** Lalla Azdlie will wake when the nightingale first 
sings to the moon." 

" When will that be, slave ? the moon hath risen." 

" When the moon hath been an hour up, the bird 
will sing her first song." 

" 'Twill be three quarters of an hour yet. This 
times with thy saying that her sleep would last but two 
hours. If thou hast overdrugged the potion, thine own 
cimeter shall serve to sever thy head from its shoul. 
ders." 

"Sulem hath skill, and fears not the result," an- 
swered the Ethiopian, with confidence. 

" Be it so," replied the count, with a menacing 
doubt. " Return with me into my cabinet. I will pass 
the intervening hour in preparing despatches." 

With these words, after gazing a moment upon her, 
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during which some painful memory, awakened by a 
likeness, seemed to agitate him, he dropped the damask 
hangings before the entrance to the boudoir in which 
she reposed, and seated himself in his cabinet. 

Drawing a sheet of paper before him, he seemed to 
be concentrating his thoughts to fix them upon the 
subject with which he was to fill it. But he had, with- 
in the few last days, passed through too many and va- 
ried scenes easily to command his ideas to flow into a 
given current. The scenes he had been an actor in 
rushed irresistibly and painfully upon his mind, and the 
images of the murdered councillors, with the contem- 
plation of his own conduct in the present affair, were 
forced upon hini by a conscience that seldom played 
the monitor in his bosom. He could not conceal from 
himself his deep criminality in every feature of the 
proceedings, whether against the judges, Don Hen- 
rique, or the lovely and innocent Azelie. The more 
he reflected, the more bitter his censures against him- 
self became ; and when he thought of his own beau- 
tiful Estelle, whose image was mingled with that of 
Azdlie in his mind, he felt a shame and contrition that 
]>romised repentance of his purpose. The innocence 
and helplessness of Azelie pleaded loudly for her ; 
but that very loveliness, as well as her unprotected 
state, were only stronger arguments to his passion. 
Suddenly, too, the remembrance of her love for Don 
Henrique rushed like a torrent upon his senses, and 
filled him with resentment and vengeance against both. 
This reflection extinguished all the emotions of human 
tenderness and sympathy that had been kindled in his 
bosom towards her, and inspired him with the deter- 
mination to make her' the victim, as well of his hatred to 
Don Henrique and Renault as of his passion. Thus, 
though pity and honour pleaded for her, hatred and 
revenge pronounced her condemnation. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

A VISIT TO THE DUNGEONS OF THE m^^ITISITION. 

Thb thought of Don Henrique seemed to inspire 
the Count of Osma with some suddenly-conceived 
resolution. He rose from his chair, and demanding 
. of Sulem a hunch of heavy iron keys that he oaj^d 
at his helt, hade him remain in the cabinet amt^-gldrd 
the fair sleeper. Then, with a dark lanferii in his 
hand, he lefl the room, and, going out into the marble 
passage, followed it until he came to a low door, 
scarcely visible within the panneling of the wall. This 
he opened by touching a springs and entered a stair- 
way narrow and dark. 

Guided by the rays of his lantern, he descended to 
the bottom, and followed a winding, subterranean pas- 
sage, that led in the direction of the city prison. On. 
coming to its extremity, he opened with one of the 
keys a massive oaken door, heavily secured by iron 
bars and plates. It swung slowly on its hinges, and 
admitted him into a sort of hall, damp and dark, which 
, was situated beneath the foundation of the prison. It 
was octagonal in shape, and on four sideswere as many 
iron doors leading into cells. It was apparent that 
the dungeons were no part of the prison above, and 
that the only communication they had with upper earth 
was by the subterranean avenue through which he had 
come. He gazed about him upon the thick gloom, 
which his lamp could scarcely illumine, with a smile of 
malignancy. 

'< This is a pleasant ^bode for a lover so lately sigh- 
ing at the feet pf his mistress. The Fathers of the 
Inquisition are skilful in the construction of dungeons. 
Methinks these were on a plan invented by the arch- 
fiend himself. How fearful and awful is the silence ! 
How oppressive the breathing! Yet Rascas must 
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have placed him deeper yet, for his instructions to me 
were, on arriving at the octagonal hall, to seek a trap, 
door and descend again ! This assassin hath the es- 
sence of cruelty in him. / should have heen content 
to have placed him in one of these cells, ' If Rascas 
means treachery by sending me lower, I am well in 
his hands !" 

<* Satan seldom harms Satan,'' said the voice of the 
assassin in his ear. 

Osma's blood rushed icy cold to his heart, and he 
started back several feet with undisguised alarm at 
the sudden surprise in such a place. 

** Villain, is it thou ?" he demanded, instantly re« 
covering himself. 

" I was sleeping on my pallet when you passed me 
in the anteroom, and followed you lest yoii might not 
find your prisoner, my lord," he said, unmoved. 

^* Thou hast thrust him into a foul dungeon ! Cruelty 
hath no medium with thee, villain." 

** Thou gavest me my first lesson in it, signor," he 
answered, ironically. 

" Thou art over free with thy speech, sirrah ! Show 
me to the dungeon !" 

Rascas lifted a trap-door in an angle c^ the vaulted 
chamber, and there rushed upward a cold, dead atmo* 
sphere, that chilled the tyrant to the heart. He at 
first hesitated to descend ; but, recovering his resolu* 
tion, bade Rascas go down before him, and then fol- 
lowed with cautious and suspicious steps. At the bot-' 
tom of the stairs was a circular vault, with a low iron 
door opening into an inner dungeon. To this door 
Rascas applied one of the keys of the bunch held by 
the count, and, swinging heavily on its hinges, it ex- 
posed within, a cell about eight feet square, dimly light- 
ed by an iron lamp suspended from the moist and 
dripping roof. The sides, floor, and ceiling of this hor- 
rid dungeon were plated with iron, and its atmosphere 
was like that of the charnel-house. At' his first step 
the foot of the count struck against something, the 
hollow sound of which filled him with horror. He 
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glanced on the pavement at his feet, and beheld a scull, 
and near it human bones fastened to chains bolted into 
the iron sides of the ^dungeon. He felt that he was, 
indeed, in the dungeons of the Inquisition, which had 
early established its dread power in that province. 
He saw before him the remains of victims of ecclesi- 
astical cruelty. He was appalled, and would have re- 
treated had he not already proceeded so far. Rascaa 
took the lantern from his hand, and, entering the cell, 
approached an object lying in the corner. The lamp 
showed it to be a man. 

" Is it he ?" asked the count, hoarsely. 

" Look for thyself, signer," answered the 6thef , put- 
ting the lamp near his face. .. ' * 

It was Don Henrique. He was calmly sleeping 
upon the iron floor, as if on the couch of ease in the 
chamber of luxury. It was the repose of a good con- 
science ; the rest of innocence ! The Count of Osma 
had sought his dungeon to mock and exult over him ; 
to lacerate his soul with recounting his triumph; to 
madden him, and then to destroy him ! He expected 
to find him insa^e with grief. To see him sleeping, 
oblivious of all sorrow, was a dagger to his soul. He 
envied him his repose. He gazed upon him with sur- 
prise and wonder ; for he could neither appreciate nor 
understand the virtue that o'ertops misfortune. 

^ Rascas, thou rank villain," he said, shuddering, 
and glancing around the place, " when I commsuided 
thee to take him to prison, I did not bid thee place him 
in a tomb. This cold damp will eat into my bones." 

"Ah! thou art speaking for thyself, signer," said 
Rascas, with a sarcastic laugh ; " I did at first inaa- 
gine thou wert feeling some compunction for thy riv8u." 

*♦ Rival ? Thou hast said the word ! Ho, ^ignor Don 
Henrique ! thy sleep is sound," he cried, toucning him 
with his foot. 

The sleeper started to his feet awake and conscious, 
and, at a single glance, seemed to comprehend the 
meaning of what he saw. 

•* Tyrant and traitor," he cried, fixing his eyes upoa 
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him with fiery scorn and contempt, <' dost thou come 
hither to torment me with thy presence ?" 

" Nay, good signer," replied the Count of Osma, not 
without embarrassment in his voice and bearing, 
" you do me wrong. I have sought thy prison to re- 
store thee to light and freedom." 

" False knight, thou liest ! Thou darest not, after 
ihiSf let me breathe the air of Heaven, or behold the 
blessed light ! My freedom were thy ruin, and thou 
well knowest it. I am prepared to die.** 

**I pray thee, signer, believe me. This moment 
follow me, and each footstep thou takest shall lead thee 
towards liberty." 

" Lead on, and we will see what comes of this ex- 
traordinary clemency," replied Don Henrique, con- 
temptuously. ^'Ha! I had forgot that thou hadst 
tethered me." 

'* Rascas, hast thou put this chain to his feet 1" de- 
manded Osma, sternly, yet secretly pleased at this se- 
curity. <* Unlock the chains instantly, sirrah. I pray 
thee bear witness, signer, that this was not done by my 
command." 

''He who hath placed me in prison hath heavier 
guilt. Lead on !" 

Rascas, not without surprise at the count's command 
to release his rival, freed him from his fetters ; but, 
from his knowledge of the total depravity of his na- 
ture, he looked for a characteristic termination to his 
clemency. Arriving at the upper dungeon, the <2ount, 
whispering to Rascas to gUard vigilantly against the 
escape of the prisoner, followed by him, led the way 
along the subterraneous passage, and, ascending -the 
private staircase, regained his cabinet. 

" Now, Signer Don Henrique," he said, speaking in 
a tone that made the young Spaniard's heart shrink 
with an omen of mischief, "if thou wouldst learn 
wherefore I have sent for thee from prison, and where- 
fore I have kept thee there, follow me into this inner 
room. Sulem ! Rascas ! why linger ye behind ?" he 
demanded, at the same time, wit^ a look bidding them 
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Stand ready to seize upon the prisoner if he should of- 
fer to escape. 

He then raised the drapery from before the entrance 
to the inner chamber, and the unfortunate Don Hen- 
rique followed him into the apartment. The first ob- 
ject that met his eye was Azdlie, lying in gentle sleep 
upon the ottoman. He neither started nor spoke. He 
seemed to be paralyzed by the sight. With a steady, 
vacant, stony gaze, he stood on the spot in which he 
had become arrested by the sight of her, like a statue. 
Osma had his exulting eyes upon him from the moment 
he entered, that he might enjoy his anguish, and triumph 
in his misery ! An effect so opposite to that he had 
anticipated surprised and vexed him ; he saw that the 
shodc had been too sudden ; that, in trying to bring 
about too much, he had effected nothing, and defeated 
his own ends. It was too much for his victim's reason. 

The miserable Henrique continued in this strange, 
horrid state for a few minutes, then broke into a peal 
of wild, nervous laughter, that terrified and appalled 
each one present, and fell upon the floor insensible. 
The Count of Osma felt that he had been most signal. 
ly defeated in his unnatural scheme of cruelty ; and, 
turning away with a curse upon his lips, bade his at- 
tendants lift him up and bear him back to his dungeon. 

'< He shall yet witness my triumph, and at a time 
when he shall feel it," he said, half aloud. *< Bear 
him hence.*' 

In the fall Don Henrique struck his forehead against 
the corner of the ottoman upon which Az^lie slept, 
and the blood, gushing freely from the wound, had the 
effect. of partially restoring him to his senses before 
he was carried from the chamber. His eyes once 
more fell upon the object of his devoted love, and, 
breaking from the Moor, he was about to cast himself 
upon her bosom, when, suddenly drawing back as if 
he had been stung, he cried, bitterly, 

" No, no, it may not be ! she — she is lost to me for 
ever ! Fiend ! that hast ruined so fair a temple — 
where art thou ?" he cried, looking wildly about him. 

^ Here, sifisnor ! Dost thou not see how calmly she 
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sleeps ?" tauntingly said the Count of Osma, re-enter* 
ing from the cabinet at his voice. " Nay, thy strug- 
gles are vain ! Thou wilt scarce break from the 
slave. Be calm ; she how sweetly she slumbers on my 
couch ! Such sleep could only follow a willingness to 
become a captive. There is no starting from fear ! 
no sighing ! Do you see tears on her cheek 7 is the 
cheek itself pale ? is there sorrow in the face ? Her 
Qi^ntinued and quiet repose-— does it not show she feels 
that she slumbers securely ?" 

<' Demon ! thou hast had thy triumph ! Lead me 
back to my cell, and send to me thy executioner," he 
answered, with the deepest despair and wo the humaa 
heart is capable of bearing without bursting. 

** So thou feelest it ! I am glad of it. Thou 
shouldst thank me for giving thee a sight of the object 
of thy love ere death shut her out from thee for ever ! 
Nay, I see thou art impatient. Rascas ! lead the 
prisoner to his cell. Away with him ! In this mat- 
ter, signor," he added, as the young man was carried 
past him, " I repay, not only thy rivalry, but certain 
passages of scorn and contempt from thee to me both in 
Spain and the Havanna. I have ever hated thee ; and, 
now that secrets will be safe unless thou whisper them 
into Death's ear, I tell thee it is for thy virtues and thy 
ever-wakeful suspicion of my guilty life that I hate 
thee. Thou art a better man than I, and I love thee 
not for it. I speak freely, meaning to pay thee no 
flattery ; for thou art as one already dead, and there* 
fore am I careless of thy opinion." 

*• Hast thou well weighed the consequences to thy- 
self, traitor, of my death?" asked Don Henrique, with 
a look of warning. j 

** All men know, or, rather, believe that you fell on 
the night of the occupation of the town sorely wound, 
ed, and that you now lie at death's door from the hurt. 
I have to-day taken care to circulate the rumour of 
your probable death on account of it. To-morrow it 
will be proclaimed, and your body laid in state with 
public mourning. Think you Osma will be suspected 
of striking the blow ?" 
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** Thou hast \vell planned," said Henrique, unmoved. 
** Bid thy slaves lead on." 

*^ Nay, be not impatient. I shall address a letter of 
commiseration to thy sire. He will feel that a great 
responsibility is removed, and thank Heaven for taking 
thee out of a world where thy continuance might be 
productive of mischief, especially if thou wert to mar« 
ry and beget sons — ^for sons of younger sons are Dis- 
cord's grandchildren." ^ 

'VMethinks, if my memory serves me, thou art a 
younger son, Sir Count ; and by some foul deed, that 
hath rather been hinted at than spoken out, art now 
the head of thy house !" 

Rascas cast a look of malicious pleasure at the 
count, who was for an instant confused, and took one 
or two turns across the apartment ere he replied, with 
a dark and lowering countenance, 
. ^ Thou hadst spoken thy death-warrant then, had -I 
not already consigned thee to death ! Ay, signer, 
I am a younger son ! And if thou hadst had the bold 
and ambitious hand of Garcia Ramarez, thou wouldst 
now have been — *^ 

" Villain ! silence ! lead me to death. Why do ye 
linger, slaves ?" 

** Wilt thou not take a parting look of the lady of 
thy love ?" he asked, with a malicious smile. 

** Incarnate fiend ! Hath hell disgorged its chie^ 
that I am thus tortured ?" 

" Thou dost think thy cup is full. It will hold one 
drop more. Thou goest to prison and to death so 
calmly, because thou believes t she is lost to thee 
through dishonour. Thou wouldst scarce go so re- 
signedly if I told thee the victim hath not yet been of- 
fered up." 

« Monster, thou liest but to madden me, and imbit- 
ter death !" 

" She is yet worthy, Don Henrique, of thy dying 
prayers and holy love ! I tell thee this," he continued, 
with a smile of most triumphant malice, " to sweeten 
thy cup of death. Her sleep is artificial. Behold her 
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there ! See her unprotected state ! In the power of 
thy rival ! Worthy thee still, yet thou unahle to pos-' 
aess her. Wilt thou die calmly now ? Wilt thou de- 
mand to be led to thy execution ? Signer Don Hen- 
rique, this is the happiest moment of my life* Hadst 
thou not rejected the offer of my daughter to thee in 
marriage, 1 had been less bitter with thee." 

Don Henrique struggled between the Mooj and Ras- 
cas, desperate with this moral torture he was doomed 
to endure, and in vain striving to reach his tormentor. 
But the ever-ready stiletto of Rascas was suspended 
above his bosom, and the iron grasp of the slave was 
irresistible. Osma enjoyed for a moment his misery, 
and bade them drag him away. 

^* Shall I do it now ?" asked Rascas, looking back at 
his master, and then directing his glance significantly 
to his stiletto. 

" Not to-day ; I am not ready. Leave him in his 
dungeon. I would have him live to think. It were 
mercyr Rascas, to slay him now." 

The ai^assin returned him a satanic leer; and, as- 
sisting the silent and sullen Moor, dragged, rather than 
conducted, the wretched young man forth from the 
cabinet. 

Such was the present triumph of guilt over virtue ; 
the power of wickedness, and the fulness of revenge !. 
Alas ! what will limit the iniquity of a man's heart 
when he flings the rein to his passions, and rides, 
whither they will ! Who hath not reason to rejoice 
in an overruling Providence, that wisely governs and 
directs the human will, and mercifully confines it with- 
in fixed bounds ; to be grateful that God, and not man, 
is the governor of the earth ; that he alone disposes 
all events ; and that nothing is done without His per- 
mission, who at a glance beholds both the causes and 
efiects of all things. 

Such were the reflections of Don Henrique after he 
was again left alone in his dungeon ; and, though hu. 
man feelings bore his heart down to the ground, he 
sought to Tift his soul heavenward on the wings of 
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faith, and, with Christian philosophy, hear his grief as 
coming from a higher power than that of the guilty in- 
strunient that immediately caused it, and therefore re« 
quiring his resignation and uncomplaining submission. 



CHAPTER X. 

THE PABAMOITR AMD THE VICTIM. 

Different, indeed, were the reflections of the Count 
of Osma from those of Don Henrique. His sensations 
on the cleparture of his victim were those of gratifica- 
tion and sated cruelty. He contemplated the misery he 
had caused with exquisite sensations of pleasure. 

" I would save him if I now dared," he at length said, 
after thinking over all that had just transpired ; * " but I 
have gone too far. My safety is «ecured only in his 
death. Yet I would save him in that Hike not to an- 
swer for the blood that flows in veins like his. But he 
hath ever been an eyesore to me ; I could never meet 
his clear, quiet eye that it did not seem to be reading 
my soul. This Rascas will do the deed, and the wound 
may be shown as that received in the affray. He must 
die, for his injuries may not be expiated save by laying 
my own head upon the block. It were a pity he should 
die for such slight offences ; but I have gone too far to 
hope he will pardon and forget should I permit him to 
live. Were he other than he is, he should live ; but 
now his life must save mine. Ha, my child ! I have 
seen but little of you since yesternight. Wherefore do 
you visit me now ?" 

His manner was impatient, and his voice angry as 
he spoke, for the time of Az^lie's waking was at hand» 
and he was about to enter her apartment when Estelle 
appeared^ She was pale and serious, and filial love' 
struggled ixi her countenance with reproof and fear. 
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She approached, and, kneeling silently at his feet, kiss- 
ed his hand. He felt a tear fall upon it as she did so, 
and, raising her to his breast, tenderly embraced her, 
while, with a smile of affectionate fondness, he said, 

" What has disturbed thee, Lil ?" 

" A dream, as I fell asleep over my missal ; and, wa- 
king with terror, I came to see that you lived." 

" Prithee what was thy affrighting dream ?" he ask- 
ed, playfully, though not without a slight feeling of su- 
perstition ; " when I was in Morocco I learned the art 
of interpreting dreams. Tell it me." 

** Nay, now that you are here by me and in safety, 
'tis nothing. Yet it deeply impresses me." 

" The dream— out with it !" he exclaijned, ill con- 
cealing the feverish interest he took in learning it. 

"It was — forgive me, sir — but I dreamed," she said, • 
with a shudder, hiding her face, " that I saw thee be- 
headed on the king's scaffold, and that the young king 
and his whole court were present to witness thy igno- 
minious death ! Thy head rolled from the platform to 
my feet, and I awoke with horror ! Nay, look not so 
fearful, sir ; 'twas but a dream ! I have let it weigh 
upon my spirits foolishly. It has given thee pain, my 
father." 

" A young king, said you ?" he said, placing his eyes 
upon her with searching and anxious inquiry. 

" A young king ; but not the Infante Don Carlos. 
I thought his fkce resembled — " 

" Whose ? Speak quickly." 

"The young cavalier, Don Henrique." 

" Ha, ha, ha ! Then is the dream false !" he cried, 
with a wild, hollow-sounding laugh, while his counte- 
nance lighted up with malign satisfaction. ** Go to, 
child ; if such be thy dreams, dream on. Thou wilt 
scarce do harm by them. Wilt thou to thy chamber 
now ? I have business, and would be alone. There is 
a kiss for thy dream. I pray thee bring me a pleasant, 
er one to-morrow. Why do you linger, child ? There 
is a question on thy tongue." 

Estelle hesitated; but, seeini£ her father's, impa- 
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tience, with blushing embarrassment said, " Have they 
taken the president of the council, air ?" But her man- 
ner showed that more was hidden beneath her ques- 
tion than she would have known. 

*^ He hath escaped, and this rebel Renault as yet. 
A price is upon their heads, and they will soon be cap. 
tured." 

" I thank thee. Heaven," she said, impulsively, as if 
relieved of doubt and fear. 

" This shows thy loyalty, girl," he said, approving- 
ly, referring her ejaculation to the last clause of his 
speech, " This courreur chef is a lion in my path. 
Nothing but the loss of his head will restore peace to 
the province. He is already plotting and conspiring 
against the state. He hath the talent, genius, and 
military skill in him of another Frederic of Prussia. 
Go to thy chamber," he added, quickly, his ready ear 
detecting a slight noise within the boudoir. At the 
same instant a nightingale, from the palace gardens 
broke forth into a strain of ravishing song. 

Estelle listened an instant to the melody, and then, 
unsuspicious, obeyed him. 

With her heart dwelling upon Renault, whose unin- 
tentional praises from her father's lips filled her with 
pride and pleasure, and whose image she had fondly 
cherished with all the devotion of first love, she sought 
her chamber, from which her startling dream had 
driven her to seek her father. To learn the fate" of 
Renault, for which she trembled on hearing the con- 
demnation and execution of the councillors (" by the 
cabildo," as it was told her), was also a motive, and a 
very strong one, that had induced her to leave her 
room and go to his cabinet. 

At the moment the nightingale broke the silence of 
night by his shrilling notes, Azdlie opened her eyes, 
wholly free from sleep or drowsiness, and with all her 
faculties at command. Her first sensation was that 
of delicious refreshment. She lightly bounded to her 
feet as if she had awakened in her own, chamber, and, 
catching a note of the bird's song as she rose, warbled 
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along with him, scarcely less sweetly than himself, for 
a moment as happy-hearted and cheerful as if oblivion 
of past sorrow had been mingled with the Moor's 
sleeping-draught. All at once the consciousness that 
she was not in her own room struck her. There 
seemed to be the same rich drapery and costly furni- 
ture — the same ottomans and tables — for Osma had 
taken her chamber as a pattern for this, the better to 
content her with her imprisonment ; but the apartment 
was larger than her own, and the little altar, with its 
silver lamp upon it, was not there. The clock of the 
Cathedral at the same instant tolled eight, so loud and 
near, tliat the dreadful suspicion which began to enter 
her mind, that she was in the tyrant Osma's palace, to 
which the Cathedral adjoined, nearly overpowered her. 
With a low, sharp cry of apprehension, she flew to the 
only window, and a single glance out upon the Place 
d'Armes before it confirmed her worst fears. Her sit- 
uation and peril were instantly comprehended in their 
full extent. 

" Now Heaven in mercy aid me !" she cried, clasp* 
ing her hands and lifting up her eyes in tears to the 
Protector of the innocent, as, after a single triAl, she 
found that the barricaded window mocked her feeble 
strength. 

With the peril, her spirit and courage seemed to rise 
to meet it. She felt within her vesture for the stiletto 
she had carried there since she had become the victim 
of lawless persecution, and, with an exclamation of joy, 
laid her hand upon it. " Now hath Heaven answered 
my prayer !" she said, as she loosened it in her girdle, 
so that it would come freely at the touch. 

Her eye, searching for an aVenue of escape, now fell 
upon the curtain that was drawn across the entrance 
communicating with the governor's cabinet. She flew 
across the apartment, and was drawing it aside, when 
she heard a footstep close without. She started back 
with terror, and the next instant the Count of Osma 
was in her presence. Startled, but not surprised, to 
see her in this attitude, he would have approached her 
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with a smile, and soothing language upon his tongue. 
But she no sooner beheld him advancing than she re- 
treated to the casement, saying, in a firm and collect- 
ed tone, 

" Stand there, my lord ! Approach me a step near- 
er, and thou wilt embrace a corpse for thy mistress." 

He gazed upon her spirited attitude, her dilated eye, 
and resolute mouth, as she stood before him with 
heightened beauty, and hesitated. 

"Nay, gentle Azdlie, this loveliness was not bestow- 
ed upon thee for this ! This haughty and indignant 
bearing, truly becometh thee ; but a lover liketh best 
to see his mistress tender and submissive. Prithee ! 
now thou hast displayed thy spirit, drop that lofty look, 
and let me lay my deep and devoted passion at thy 
feet!" 

** My Lord of Osma, this language ill becometh the 
lips of a parent, and the father of a daughter who hath 
the years of womanhood !" 

** Words from lips so sweet can ne'er be bitter, 
lovely quadroone. The more thou speakest against 
me, the more thy prettily-moving lips and flashing eyes 
will fire my passion. Thine own weapons thy beauty 
will arm against thee." 

" Hoary mocker ! Thy speech ill suits gray locks 
and dignity like thine. Remember thou art a knight 
and a noble of Spain — ^governor of this province — a 
chief of an army ! while I am a maiden of an outcast 
race — the child of bondage and infamy. I pray thee, 
by thy honour, tarnish not thy name, rank, and station, 
by the thought that is in thy bosom !" 

He listened to her eloquent appeal to his feelings, 
but, save that her inspired beauty increased his desire 
to become its possessor, it had no effect upon him. 
She saw the nature of the impression she had made, 
and, as he advanced a step towards her, once more 
commanded him back in a tone that he instinctively 
obeyed. 

" Will nothing turn thee from thy purpose but the 
destruction of the victim of thy guilty passion ? How 
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will it sound in the halls of thy master's palace, that 
Count Grarcia of Osma hath sold his honour for the 
love of a quadroone maid ? hath dishonoured his gray 
hairs, and brought infamy upon his child ? How will 
the proud Count of Osma love to hear his name 
coupled in a ballad with that of a slave, and sung at 
the street corners ? Shame on thee, knight ! Dismiss 
this passion, which can only end in thy disgrace and 
the tragic death of its object !" 

" Maiden, thy scornful speech hath not the power 
over me that thy beauty hath. Did it fall from lips 
less sweet, I might listen to it. A curse from thy 
mouth were turned into a blessing, through the rich- 
ness of the voice that conveyed it," he said, with a free 
gallantry and warmth of admiration that terrified her ; 
while he made a step towards her as if he would ter- 
minate a scene, of the continuance of which he had 
already become impatient. 

" Nay, my lord," she cried, in a voice so solemn and 
imploring in its eloquence, and in tones so full of pa- 
thos and entreaty, that he paused and listened without 
power to move ; " nay, nay, my Lord of Osma, if 
there is no appeal to thy pride ! none to thy honour — 
none to thy shame, let me plead to thy heart ! Heav- 
en surely hath given thee human emotions : a heart to 
feel — a bosom to be touched with sorrow ! I implore 
thee by thy humanity — by thy hopes of a blessed im- 
mortality — by thy fear of judgment and dread of final 
retribution, to depart from me, and let me go free and 
innocent ! By thy daughter's love to thee — ^by her 
beauty — by her virgin innocence, spare me ! Drive 
me not to self-murder ; for never shalt thou lay thy 
touch upon me living !" 

As she spoke she drew her dagger from her bosom« 

**Dost thou mean to do this, indeed, maiden f* he 
demanded, with surprise and alarm, for the first time 
really believing that she would lay hands upon herself, 
and fearing that thus she might escape him. 
i •* The grave were preferable to thy licentious love, 
and death shall stand between me and dishonour l^ 
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"Dishonour! A quadroone speak of dishonour! 
Thy beauty hath maddened thee, girl. What love so 
high as that I profifer thee wilt thou find ? Not a maid, 
en of thy race that would not esteem it her highest 
honour to be elevated to the station thou scornest. 
Thou hast played thy part well, and I give thee credit 
for it ; now thou must end it. This boudoir is to be 
thy prison till thou art tamed ; so thou wouldst best 
suffer thyself to be caught, pretty bird ; for escape, 
there is none for thee." He advanced towards her as 
he spoke. 

" Iron bars and locks cannot hold the released spirit, 
tyrant !** she cried, elevating her dagger, and deliber- 
ately aiming it at her breast. 

Anticipating her intention from the enthusiasm of 
her voice, and the uplifted, prayerful eye, he sprang 
forward, and caught in his sleeVe, in its descent, the 
glittering steel. With the other hand he was about to 
grasp her by the arm, when, uttering a cry of despair, 
she bounded away from him, and, reaching the curtain, 
fied through the doolr into the cabinet. Glancing 
around her with the rapid, searching gaze of a hunted 
doe, she discovered the only door that led from it. It 
was shut, but instantly yielded to her hand, and she 
darted through it, as Osma, burning with his discom- 
fiture, entered, the cabinet in pursuit, with the naked 
stiletto held menacingly in his grasp. Without look* 
ing behind, she fled through the anterx)om, and, not ob- 
serving that it contained a tall, shrouded figure, reach- 
ed the marble passage. 

Here, for an instant, she hesitated which way to fly ; 
but lior pursuer's voice, calling upon her to arrest her 
flight, gave her wings, and she took the way to the left, 
in the direction of a faint light shining into the passage 
from one of the state apartments that opened upon it* 
This light held out to her hopes of escape through the 
presence of others, and, running forward with breath- 
less speed, she reached the half-open door as the Count 
of Osma appeared behind her in the passage. With. 
out a moment's hesltatioB, she sought refuge through 
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this door, and found herself in a small antechamber, 
where two or three female slaves were sleeping upon 
mats. A door was on the opposite ^side ajar, which 
she flung open and bounded through. Before she was 
aware, she found herself in a softly- lighted chamber, 
where, by an open lattice, sat a youthful maiden with 
a lute in her hand, discoursing most sweet and plain- 
tive music, while the cool wind just stirred her golden 
hair. Az^lie half arrested her flight at her presence, 
uttered a cry of wild joy, and cast herself imploringly 
at her feet. 

" Save me, save me !" 

Estelle started with surprise and wonder at the beau* 
tiful vision that had so suddenly appeared before her ; 
but, ere her astonishment would permit her to inquire 
her danger, and ensure her the protection she sought, 
her father entered the chamber in pursuit. His pres- 
ence and bearing, as well as her knowledge of his 
character, explained to her all that she would have 
asked. She instantly threw her arms about the lovely 
fugitive, and, warmly , embracing her, said, in a low 
voice, 

" Fear not ! the presence of the daughter shall 
shield thee P' 

Then, starting to her feet, she cried, while her whole 
person seemed instinct with the insult and dishonour 
she felt she had received at her father's hands, " Stand 
there, sir ! This is holy grpund ! Innocence hath 
sought this altar, and the foot of the spoiler shall not 
desecrate it. Leave me, sir !" 

Her eyes seemed bursting with the tears her indig- 
nation would not let her shed, while shame and bitter 
grief swelled her heart to breaking. She sto6d be- 
fore him Hke an angel reproving a demon. Her guilty 
parent bent his head at her reproof, though his wrath 
kindled fiercely against her; while Azelie, glancing 
with a fearful eye from father to daughter, still knelt, 
clinging to the robes of the maiden, and looking as 
if her soul hung upon the words of her lips. After 
surveying them both with feelings of mingled shame 
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and disappointment, he cried, in an authoritative tone 
of voice, 

" To thy bed, girl ! This is no matter for thy in- 
terference." 

" When a father's honour is endangered, and the 
blush is brought into the daughter's cheek, love and 
duty command her intervention. Sir, thou hast for- 
gotten thyself! This trembling child shall find a pro. 
tector in me, and Heaven will forgive this rebellion 
against thy will. Go, sir, and forget thy intended 
wrong. By my filial love, sir, it shall never, by word 
or look, be brought again to thy remembrance. This 
gentle fugitive will also forgive thee ; and, save in the 
condemning censure of thy own breast, the past will 
be as if it had never transpired." 

The passions of the Count of Osma were too deep* 
ly seated to be moved by this filial appeal ; and, much 
as he loved his child, and now admired her forbear- 
ance on such an occasion, he could not forgive her the 
disappointment nor this unpleasant exposure. He 
therefore, with reckless hardihood of manner, that 
showed he was not to be turned aside by any moral 
means from his purpose, answered, 

'* Since my accursed fortune has brought this thing 
before thee, girl, I shall not mince matters either with 
thyself or her. I am thy father, and my actions are 
not to be submitted to thy scrutiny. I alone am ac- 
countable for them. As you suspect, this young wom- 
an is the object of my passion." 

" A passion that a daughter should never hear 
named by a father's lips," said Estelle, indignantly. 

" Would you have me degrade honourable love, 
wench, by placing it upon a quadroone ? Wouldst 
thou have a slave for thy stepdame ?" ^ 

" A quadroone !" repeated the maiden, looking with 
surprise upon the dark, intelligent beauty of the young 
girl at her feet ; " a quadroone, my father !" 

" A daughter of the race of Ham. I will wed her 
if thou wilt," he said, ironically. 

<' If she then be of that race of which rumour hath 
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talked so much, then is Ijiy crime the greater ! 01^ 
my father, how art thou fallen ! How hath the glory 
of the house of Osma become dim !" 

" A greater crime, girl, dost thou call it 1 In her 
case there can be none. Is the Sultan of Orient 
guilty of crime for filling his harem with the houria 
of Circassia ? This is the destiny of the females of 
that land, and such is their only wedlock. And is 
there dishonour to them in it? Ask the Circassian 
maid if she feels herself wronged in being taken from 
her mother's roof to become the favourite of the sul« 
tan ? Will she answer yes ? So it is with the race 
of quadroones. Their destiny is the same with the 
maiden's of the East, and they would laugh at thee, 
child, if thou shouldst ask them if they were degraded 
by the fulfilment of a fate which they have ever been 
taught to be the summit of happiness." 

'' If such be this trembling maiden's feelings, why 
is she now a suppliant at my feet, sir !" 

^<She hath a passion for another, and hath taken 
some high notions that her surpassing beauty is worthy 
the recompense of marriage." 

" And thou, sir, thou wouldst break her heart by 
tearing her from its hope, and destroy the virtue that 
hath elevated her above her race. Shame and dis. 
honour upon thee, my father 1 Oh, that I had been 
spared this degradation. I could sink into the earth 
with the burning shame that weighs upon my heart* 
I know not, iudeed I know not, whether to hate thee, 
scorn thee, curse thee, or throw myself at thy feet, 
and with streaming tears implore thee to come to thy 
right mind, and forget as I will forgive." 

*' My purpose hath gone too far : concealment is 
now vain : the first emotion of shame hath passed by, 
and I will not now be defeated in my object." 

He made a step towards his victim as he spoke, as 
if he was about to seize upon and bear her off. 

" Thy daughter first !" she cried, placing her per- 
son between that of Azdlie and his approach. 

" Wilt thou protect my slave ? She is my slave !" 
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« 'Tis false," cried Azdlie. • 

" Thy mother hath surrendered to me her papers of 
manumission." 

" "Then death must free me." 

" Fear not," said Estelle, resolutely. 

« Nay, Estelle, wilt thou beard thy father !" 

" Father ! Barest ihou remember that thou art a 
father ?" she cried, with the accent of keen reproof, 

" Thou shalt remember it to thy wo in a cell, a 
score of fathoms under ground, if thou thwart me, 
girl," he cried, with the desperate recklessness of a 
man bent on doing the evil that he contemplates, hav- 
ing now thrown aside all shame and remorse, all pa- 
ternal delicacy and self-respect. 

He laid one hand rudely upon her as he spoke, and 
with the other was dragging Azdlie away from her, 
when he felt a hand upon his throat like a grasp of 
iron. His'hold upon the maiden convulsively relaxed, 
and he sunk upon one knee, his eyes forced from their 
sockets, and his whole frame nearly powerless. At 
the same instant Renault flew past him, and Azdlie, 
with a cry of joy, was clasped to his heart. The hold 
upon the count's throat was now released ; the sorcer- 
ess stood before him, and fixed upon his face eyes of 
deadly malignity and triumph ! He stared upon her 
with terror, and, recovering with an effort the use of 
his speech, said, with tones in which superstitious 
fear had taken place of every other feeling, 

" Fearful being ! Dost thou appear again to tor- 
ment me ? This is not the day thou didst appoint to 
meet tcig. What evil cometh of thy presence now V* 

" Wo to thee and joy to others, man of iniquity and 
blood ! is ever where I come," she said, in a solemn 
voice ; " 1 did hope that thou'wouldst have let me re- 
main out of thy sight until the day I promised thou 
shouldst see me again. But thy sins come fast and 
sudden, and it becomes me to watch lest thou do more 
than I would have thee. Beware ! This is the sec- 
ond time of my coming. The third shall be the day 
of thy doom." 

L8 
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CHAPTER IX. 

SCENE BETWEEN RENAULT AND OSHA. 
j 

Thus speaking, the sorceress strode from him, and, 
kneeling reverently, kissed the hand of Azdlie. Then, 
gazing into h^r eyes with singular tenderness, she un« 
observed slipped a small locket into her hand, and, with' 
a pressure of silence and secrecy, rose, and at a slow 
pace, with her eyes fixed menacingly upon those of the 
count, stalked from the chamber. He followed her 
with his glance until she had disappeared, when the 
spell under which he had been bound was suddenly 
broken. 

" Ho, my guards ! Sulem ! Rascas ! Traitors 
and treason ! Ho, without !" he shouted, drawing his 
sword and rushing on Renault, who still held his sis- 
ter clasped in his arms. The young courreur chef im" 
mediately released her and drew his sword. 

" Thou needst not call thy guards, my Lord of Os- 
ma," he saidj catching the count's sword on his own 
blade. 

** Traitor, hast thou made me prisoner in my own 
palace ?" he cried, turning pale. 

" Thou art free, and thy satellites are at the gate : 
but—" 

** Yonder fearful woman, hath she done it ?" he ask- 
ed, dropping the point of his sword. 

** I know not what she may have done, Signor Gov- 
ernor," he said, smiling at his fears ; '* but this I know, 
your guard did just now freely admit me and herself 
without question^" 

" Dost thou know thy head hath a price upon it ?" 

•* I do, your excellency," he answered, calmly. 

" And that thou art under condemnation of death, 
with the rebellious president of the provincial council ?" 
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'< I have heard this too ; but Heaven hatli taken the 
venerable councillor from the power of thy bloody 
hand." 

'* Methinks thou art fearless to use such speech, as 
well as to stand thus alone in the palace of thy foe. 
Dost thou' not fear my power and vengeance ?" 

" I ? No, no ; _ I have found AzdUe safe ; she has 
told me she has escaped thy lust, and I have no other 
fear now /" he said, with a haughty smile, embracing 
the lovely girl, who continued from the first to hide 
her head trustingly in his bosom« 

Osma surveyed his bold and ingenuous countenance 
for a few moments, as if undecided what face to put 
upon the affair. At length he addressed him with a 
totally changed bearing, caused by certain motives 
which it would be difficult, in such a man, accurately 
to determine. 

" I have had wrong at thy hands," he said, " and 
yet am disposed to pardon it. Thou knowest that the 
councillors thou didst release were condemned in fair 
trial by the tribunal of the cabildo ?" 

'' I did hear so, my lord," said Renault, with a sar- 
castic smile. 

"Therefore," continued Osma, without noticing^ 
though keenly feeling it, ^ thou seest thou didst do 
me wrong in that matter. As governor of a newly- 
acquired province, believe me, I seek to make peace 
and render justice." 

" Is it justice to steal a sister from a brother's roof? 
Is it justice to ruin innocence ? Is it justice to wrong 
the unprotected ? If it is thy desire to protect thy new 
subjects, why is thy first act of power exercised in 
wronging the defenceless ?" 

" There need be but few words between us," answer- 
ed Osma, with singular patience ; " the destiny of quad* 
roone maidens I need not remind thee of. I did but 
seek to elevate thy sister to — " 

" A couch of dishonour, signer !*• 

^ Was it ever called so before with a maiden of thy 
Woodr 
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"Thou hast reason for thy interrogation, signor; 
few of the daughters of our race do indeed feel their 
degradation." 

" It is, therefore, to them none." 

" If, then, their not feeling it is an evidence of their 
degradation, how much deeper must be their degrada- 
tion when they do feel it ! and who would consign one 
such to a fate so dishonourable ?" 

** Yet by your own laws this sense of virtue may not 
have its reward in marriage. It were better it were 
corrected in them than suffered to beget misery." 

*' This may be thy notion of virtue. Sir Count, but 
not mine. Heaven hath given my sister a virtuous 
and noble nature ; and, as long as she has a brother to 
protect her honour, she shall be no man's leman," an- 
swered Renault, with indignant animation. 

" Dost thou reverence the laws of thy province, Sig- 
nor Renault ?" asked the count, suddenly, and evident- 
ly with some significant purpose couched under his 
question. 

" I do, signor — all, at least, that thy clemency has 
spared." 

" Is there not a law that gives to the owner of a 
slave the right of property in that slave ?" 

" It is a law well known, signor." 

" Oh, Renault, protect me, or I am lost," cried Azd- 
lie, clinging to him, at these words of the count, with 
wild alarm. 

" Thou shalt come to no harm," firmly said Estellfe, 
who, during the whole scene, had stood beside her with 
one hand clasping hers, ready to interpose her person 
bteween her father's sword and the life of Renault, who, 
with pain and bitterness, she now, for the first time, 
learned was descended of a race slavish and degraded. 
" Fear not ; I will share thy fate, whatever it be," she 
whispered. Renault heard her, and fixed upon her a 
look of gratitude. 

" This statute also decrees that the offspring of a 
slave-mother shall be the property of the owner of the 
mother. Is it not so ?" he continued, with that tone of 
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malicious meaning that already had aroused the sus- 
picions of Renault. 

" Such is the law, signor," he said, with emharrass« 
ment ; for he felt assured that the count meant in some 
way to judge him by his words. 

" Then, as thou dost reverence the laws, thou wilt 
scarce withhold the master from his slave," he said, 
all the gathering and concentrated cruelty of his na- 
ture suddenly expressing itself in his dark countenance* 

** How mean you, Sir Count ?" demanded Renault, 
with a quick rush of hot blood to the brain. 

" That thou and thy sister are my slaves !" 

"Ha !" exclaimed the young quadroon, with a start 
of surprise and inquiry, holding Azdlie yet closer to 
his heart, while, with his drawn sword in his hand, he 
stood as if to protect her. 

"Thy mother and thy mother's offspring are my 
bond-slaves. Dost thou weigh well the word ? Slaves /" 

" I demand the proof?" said Renault, afler a mo- 
mentis suffocating pause, under this bold and confident 
assertion of his foe. 

" 'Tis easy given. Thy mother was a Moorish 
slave, and your late governor, the Marquis of Caronde, 
became the purchaser, and, aAer, manumitted her." 

"Well," cried Estelle, who listened with feverish 
eagerness, while Renault stood surveying the govern- 
or with a contemptuous look, that told his fearless 
soul laughed at his power, and scorned his base resort 
to establish it over Azdlie. 

" The laws that this youth so muck reverence re- 
quire that there should be a record of this manumis- 
sion made in the public registry, or that the original 
instrument should be there deposited. She is there, 
fore a slave. Is not this the spirit of thy law ?" 

"Thou hast well interpreted it. Sir Count," an- 
swered Renault, while both Estelle and Azdlie turned 
pale with apprehension ; " but thou hast not yet ex. 
hibited proofs of thy title to the slaves thou wouldst 
claim. The young Marquis of Caronde, my brother. 
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hath already advanced this claim, and that, too, for the 
same criminal end," he added, sternly. 

" His claim is based only on the non-existence of 
the bill of manumission. No such having been regis, 
tered or deposited in the provincial archives, he be- 
lieves none exists, and so claims thy lovely sister ,as 
his slave." 

" Thou hast well informed thyself on this matter, 
signer," said Renault, his scornful smile scarcely con- 
cealing the filial affection in his eyes. 

" There is a rich treasure pending on it," answered 
Osma, glancing at Azelie with a look that caused Re- 
nault to grasp more nervously the hilt of his sword ; 
** now know that that bill of manumission exists, and 
was in thy mother's possession until this evening. It 
is now in mine /" he cried^ with savage exultation, 
drawing from his bosom and holding out to view the 
parchment he had received from the quad roone- mother 
as the price of the young chasseur chief's death. 

Azelie hid her face in her hands, and her young 
bosom heaved as if the heart were bursting through ; 
but there was no shriek, no cry ! her wo was with- 
out speech — too deep for language. 

" Nay, nay, sweetest, this shall not come upon thee 
— it shall not /" said Renault, soothingly. 

Estelle looked upon her father with a face in the ex- 
pression of which was mingled wonder and disgust, 
scorn and grief. But there was no fe^r, no terror 
there ! Her eyes shot like lightning ; her lips seemed 
on fire with the words that rushed to them, but could 
not escape ; her whole frame was pulsating with the 
emotion that threatened to rend it. Thrice she es- 
sayed to give uttemnce to her feelings ; to pour upon 
her father's head curses, and tears, and infamy. Her 
utterance totally failed her ; and thus she stood, lean- 
ing slightly forward towards him, looking to him so 
fearful, so awful ! as if Heaven had written its own 
judgment upon her forehead, touched her lips with the 
burning coal of indignant justice, and lighted in her 
eyes the intense fires of its consuming vengeance* 
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He gazed upon her with fear and trembling. The 
parchment dropped from his hands ; and, involuntarily 
stretching forth his arms towards her, with a look so 
humble, so remorseful, that, overcome at seeing him, 
whom, notwithstanding his errors, she loved with sin- 
gular attachment, becoming a supplicant to her, she 
suddenly cried out, ** Oh, my father ! Heaven, not thy 
child, should judge thee ;" and, running forward and 
throwing herself upon his neck, she burst into tears. 

What a wonderful thing is human nature ! How 
mysterious the workings of the heart ! It is a com- 
pass with, a thousand needles, and no fixed polar point. 
It will never do to steer by while aiFection applies the 
magnet ; for, to which ever side it is oiFered, there 
gather the needles of its thousand feelings, and she 
magnetizes \ill ! Estelle believed her father's conduct 
had hardened her heart against him for ever. She 
had desired to love him no more. But she knew not 
the strength of natural affection, and that the chords 
that bind the heart of a child to a parent are hardly 
severed. She wept a moment on his shoulder, and he 
smiled inwardly at the victory he had achieved; so 
sudden was the transition on his part from the feelings 
that had produced, this change in her to triumfA* He 
now felt, because he knew not that the existence of 
filikl love did act necessarily involve apppobatibn of 
parental guilt, that he had gained^ her to his views, or, 
at the least, that she would oppose him no farther. He 
released her from his embrace with a kiss, and stooped 
to pick up the parchment, of which Renault had not 
made a motion to possess himself. Estelle thought 
her father was changed in his purpose, and, approach* 
ing Renault, said quickly, 

" I pjay thee, signer, depart now with thy gentle 
' sister. In quieter times I will seek her friendship." 

" Sweet lady," said Renault, " I feel my sister will 
ever find in thee both a protector and a friend. My 
Lord Count, is it thy pleasure I should depart with my 
sister ?" he said, fixing his doubtful gaze on the gov- 
ernor, who had heard his daughter's words. 
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** This parchment makes me the holder of both ycur 
destinies,'* he said, with the look of a man who lores 
cruelty for itself, and felt that the exercise of it was 
now in his power ; " you are my slaves, and will 
henceforward be at the pteasure of my will." 

" The possession of that parchment, Sir Count, can 
give you no right over our liberties." 

**Thy mother hath conveyed it to me. While she 
held it, her liberty, with thine also, was vested in her- 
self. She had the power to retain or transfer it. She 
has transferred it to me. It being in my hands is 
therefore evidence that I hold the power to establish 
your freedom by placing it in the archives, or perpetu* 
ate your bondage by destroying it." 

" In that case I should be under bondage, not to thee^ , 
but to Jules CaVonde," he answered, with firmness. 

"But if this Jules Caronde hath ceased to live!" 
asked Osma, with a look of exultation he scarcely 
strove, to conceal. 

I " Then God, not thyself, tyrant, shall be our mas- 
ter,'* answered Renault, feeling now assured that the 
fate of his sister was sealed, and that there was no es- 
cape for her but through his own daring. 

" Then call upon Heaven to Aid thee !" shouted Osma, 
in a fierce tone, attacking him with his sword with a 
degree of fury that exposed Renault to imminent death, 
trammelled as he was by the embracing arms of his 
sister. 

I He nevertheless parried several blows with extra- 
ordinary skill and self-possession, and kept him at bay 
till Estelle, springing forward, caught her Other's 
sword-arm, and clung to it, so that he was unable to 
use it, and in the act exposed his bosom to the point of - 
Renault's blade. But he forbore, for the sake of her 
who had found such favour in his heart, to take advan- 
tage of his adversary, and turned the point of his weap- 
on to the ground. At this instant, drawn thither by 
the clash of steel, Reiscas made his appearand^. 

** Where hast thou been, villain, when thy presence 
was worth thy foul life ?" demanded OsmR^ flinging 
his daughter from him.. 
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*^ Giving the last holy consolation to thy prisoner,** 
he said, with a laugh that chilled the current in the 
Teins of Estelle, whose eyes were fixed upon him with 
inquiring surprise as he entered. 
, '* Hast thou dared to — " 

'' Nay, signor, he is well as yet. I have been but 
comforting him with a picture of the pleasantness of 
death when it is given by a true and steady hand, the 
steel being sharp and three-edged. I did comfort him 
with the thought that he would have an executioner 
that knew his art, and could hit the large artery of a 
man's heart in the dark." 

** Thou art a demon ! Wherefore lingers the Moor ?" 

" He left me in the upper dungeon to return to thee. 
Methinks I heard steel ringing. Shall I strike him- 
down for thee ?" he asked, waving the stiletto slowly 
before his eyes, as if measuring the distance he should 
leap to reach the heart of the young quadroon, plainly 
understanding the whole scene. 

'• Thou art too ready for blood, nor hast more con- 
science in shedding it than a wolf. Use thy weapon 
only if he resists. Slave," added the count, sternly, 
addressing Renault, '* deliver up thy weapon and sub- 
mit. Thou seest odds are against thee." 

" Were the whole phalanx of thy myrmidons drawn 
up to oppose me, they should not stay my path," he 
cried. Then looking fervently upward and saying, 
" Protector of the innocent, nerve my arm !" he clasped 
Az^lie in one arm, waved his swprd in a wide sweep 
above his Head, and shouting, in a loud voice, '' Stand 
aside /" bounded with her towards the door. 

Before the count or the assassin could recover from 
their surprise, he was through it, and flying along the 
passage towards the banquet-room. Estelle caught 
her father by the neck to prevent him from pursuing 
them ; but he cast her violently to the floor and flew 
afler them, preceded already by Rascas with his uplift- 
ed dagger. 

'< Harm not the maiden, but strike thy steel into the 
slave's heart if thou reach him," he shouted, as Rascas, 
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almost at the same instant with the fugitives, passed 
through the door of the inner banquet-chamber. 

Renault cleared this room at a bound, and placed his 
hand upon the spring of the private postern. It re- 
fused to yield to his touch, for Osma had that morning 
replaced it by another, the secret of which was known 
only to himself. He uttered a cry of despair, not for 
his own danger, but, alas ! for that of one dearer to 
him than his own life. He turned round just in time 
tg shiver in pieces the stiletto which was impetuously, 
and with deadly aim, leveilled at his heart, and with the 
same thrust buried his sword to the hilt in the body of 
Rascas. With an execration in language most fearful 
and appalling, the assassin staggered backward and 
fell at the feet of his master. 

" What hast thou done, slave ?" demanded Osma, ' 
appalled at seeing this. 

" Rid the world of a monster," answered Renault, 
menacing his surviving pursuer with his reeking sword. 
" Approach thou another step, and even thy daughter, 
whose shrieks now ring through the j/alace, shall not 
save thee. I am a desperate man, Sir Count, and 
calm and collected as I am desperate. Beware how 
thou bringest upon my head thy blood !*' 

The Count of Osma stood before him trembling 
with rage and vengeance, when the sound of advancing 
feet, as of armed men hastening along the paved pas- 
sage, reached his ear. Renault also heard it, and, 
bending his face over the colourless cheek of his sister, 
he whispered a few words in her ear, to which she re- 
plied by a look of heavenly resignation, though with a 
slight shudder in her whole frame. The sound ap- 
proached, and the next instant the entrance was filled 
with men-at-arms, and Osma's features lighted up with 
the most intense and savage joy. Pointing to Renault, 
he cried, 

" Ye could come at the shrieks of a wench, but are 
deaf to the voice of your chief. Seize him, and bind 
him hand and foot ! Slave !" he added, triumphantly, 
** now is thy sister mine." 
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"Tyrant, she is Heaven's !" he answered, sublimely, 
elevating his sword, and calmly directing the point of 
it towards her bosom. 

" Hold, rash youth !" cried a voice that made even 
the soldiers give back, as they were advancing to obey 
their chief. 

It arrested his sword as it was suspended above her 
heart. At the same instant the sorceress stood in the 
midst. 

" Lay not thy hand upon her, Renault ; she is under 
Heaven's protection, and will come to no harm." 

Then advancing through the men-at-arms, who gave 
way before her, and putting authoritatively aside the 
sacrificing weapon of the brother, she knelt and kiss- 
ed reverently, as before, the hand of Azelie, who sud- 
denly felt towards her a degree of confidence and 
trust that she could not account for. The mysterious 
woman then turned towards the Count of Osma, who, 
though startled by her appearance, was much less 
moved than he had been hitherto, and seemed to regard 
her intrusion with impatience rather than personal ap- 
prehension. She seemed not to notice this ; but, com. 
ing near, and standing full before him, said, while her 
glittering glance made his own menacing gaze quail, 

" Garcia of Osma, what wouldst thou, that I see 
thee thus with a drawn sword in thy hand, lust and 
anger in thine eyes, and vengeance, like a cloud, dark- 
ening thy brow ! armed men at thy back, and a wound- 
ed man at thy feet ?" 

** Hence, woman ! I defy thee. I know thee not. 
Thou art an impostor, that by accident hath discovered 
the key to my conscience, and hast used it for thine 
own ends. Hence ! Thou shalt never stand between 
me and my pleasure. Depart in peace ! Dare to lin- 
ger here a moment longer, I will bid my soldiers seize 
thee, and have thee burned at the stake." 

" Ha, ha ! Garcia Ramarez ! Thou fearest me not ! 
Thou knowest me not ! Hast thou forgotten already 
the evidences of the power I have over thy soul, shown 
thee in thy tent ?" 
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« Avaunt, fiend !" he cried, the recollection sudden, 
ly returning upon him with painful horror. 

" Nay, I will show thee that I have still the bondage 
of thy soul. Hear ! Hast thou forgotten the name 
of Zillah? or the olive bower of the private gardens 
of Asmil ?" 

" Who art thou, in the name of all good and holy 
spirits!" he exclaimed, recoiling from her with in- 
finitely more dread than he had yet exhibited in her 
presence. 

" I am thy evil spirit, and the protector of the maid, 
en thou pursuest with thy unholy passion. Know that 
I have wfitched over her from the hour thou first be- 
held her ; have been near her in her greatest peril ; but 
have permitted thee to do what thou hast hitherto done, 
"that thy condemnation may be the heavier. Thou 
hast had no power to injure her, for my instant pres- 
ence, with the hold I have upon thy spirit, would ever 
have struck thee powerless." 

« Wherefore, then, hast thou permitted her to be 
pursued even to the death, if thou art what thou say- 
est? Thy hand could not have stayed the dagger 
that was directed by her own hand to her own heart ! 
Thy speech betrays itself." 

^* That dagger is in thy own possession. Let mo 
see it !" she asked, with a scornful smile. 

She took from him the delicate weapon that he had 
wrested from Azdlie, and fearlessly struck it against 
her own breast. She raised her hand again, and 
showed the blade of the stiletto was sheathed in the 
handle, and that the blow with it had been harmless. 

"How came she by that weapon? There never 
was but one like that — " 

" And thou didst leave that one in the gardens of 
Asmil ! And I found it this evening upon her toilet 
ere thou didst go to steal her away, and, loosening the 
secret spring, replaced it." 

" She knew not of it, then ?" 

" No ; but looked upon the false weapon as her 
trusty friend. I foresaw what would follow ! I knew 
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all thy plans ! I was familiar with all the schemes of 
thy soul ! I saw you bear her away under the cover 
of darkness, and knew the danger she would be sub- 
ject to ; yet left her not wholly to thy power. For I 
did desire thee, for reasons thou wilt soon learn, to 
carry out thy wickedness to its top vent, and also to 
test her own virtue and resolution. It was for this I 
left her to thee in this recent peril, having the power 
to help and prevent. Now, Garcia of Osma, the time 
approaches for thy judgment ! Thy wickedness hath 
nearly its fulness ! The day, in hope for which I have 
passed sleepless nights and weary days, lest mischief 
should, meanwhile, befall this gentle maiden, is near at 
hand." 

** What meanest thou ?" he asked, impressed by the 
solemnity and warning tones of her voice. 

" On iJiat day my meaning shall be written in thy 
soul in letters of fire. Thou claimest this maiden ?" 
she then said, quickly and abruptly ; " methinks thou 
claimest this maiden as thy slave ?" 

" By the laws of the land she is my bondwoman ! 
She and her haughty brother are my slaves !" answer- 
ed Osma, aroused to a sense of his present interests 
by her sudden question, and losing, under the return- 
ing influence of it, his emotions of surprise and awe. 

" Be it so. Yet, by the same laws, an individual 
declared to be a slave has a privilege of demanding a 
trial, and, before the highest tribunal of the land, to 
challenge the accuser to prove his claim. Is not this 
the statute ?" 

«' It is," he answered, hesitating, and with a look 
that betrayed his suspicion of her aim. 

"Count of Osma," she said, addressing him with 
commanding severity, " though thou fearest not Heav- 
en nor regardest man, yet thou hast a guilty con- 
science within that makes thee tremble. To this con- 
science I hold the key 1 By thy fear of me and dread 
of my power, I command thee to let thy claim to this 
maiden be tried before the public tribunal. If she be 
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proved to be thy slave, take her ; if she be proved to 
be free, let her go free. Challenge, trial, maiden !" 

" Oh no, no !". shrieked Azdlie, in whose heart hope 
had sprung up while the sorceress was speaking; 
" never, never ! Let me die ! Oh, my brother, slay 
me with thine own hand !'* 

Renault, who had also indulged hopes of his sister's 
escape through her, now gazed upon this extraordinary 
woman with indignation, and cried out fiercely, 

" Who art thou, that triflest with the liberty of a 
maiden ? Thy words were but now awakening confi. 
dence in her breast, only to be^ followed by deeper de- 
spair. If this tyrant Osma, whom this proposal seems 
to gratify, is to be our judge, let the sentence here be 
given, and the spirit of this helpless child at once be 
released to a better world." 

^ Osma sits not as^ judge where he is to stand as 
accuser," answered the sorceress. 
. " Then I consent not to it," replied the count, quickly. 

* Thou darest not refuse. It is my command," she 
said, authoritatively. 

" Be it as thou wilt ; 'twill defer my triumph but a 
few hours. The council shall be summoned forthwith. 
By the rood ! this challenge of trial suits my hiynour." 

'< Summon thy council, but summon them from the 
seventh day from this," she said, sternly. " It is the 
Christian feast of St. Michael and All Angels." 

" Wilt thou madden me ?" he cried, between rtige 
and fear at the words. • . _ 

" Obey !" she responded, solemnly. 

" I will, wonderful woman !" 

** I then challenge thee, in the name^of Renault and 
Azdlie, who are called quadroons, and declared by thee 
to be thy slaves, to prove thy claim in open tribunal, 
or ever after hold thy peace ! Dost thou accept the 
challenge ?" . 

" I do," he answered, knowing not that he was here- 
in sealing his own doom. 

" Therefore, until the day of trial, let them both re- 
main prisoners in their own dwelling, with such a 
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guard about it to secure their appearance as thy fears 
shall lead thee to place,** she said, with singular au- 
thority. 

The Count of Osma, whose mind seemed to be di- 
rected by an irresistible fiituity, after a brief hesitation 
answered, 

** It shall be done. Let there be detached a guard 
of twenty faithful men-at-arms," he said, addressing 
the officer who commanded the soldiers present, '' to 
escort these prisoners to their own house. See that 
they are strictly guarded ; for every head among you 
shall answer for their forthcoming on the day of trial ! 
Now, Lil," he said, changing his manner with that 
readiness characteristic of him, playfully addressing 
his daughter, who had followed the soldiers her shrieks 
had brought into the banquet-room, and who all the 
while had stood beside her father, listening with the 
deepest sympathy and interest to the progress of the 
fate of the unfortunate quadroons ; ^ now, my Lil, you 
will give me credit for forbearance and leniency. 
Thou seest that in the matter of the rebellious coun- 
cillors, I did as thou didst, desire ; and that I conde- 
scend, with the proofs of their bondage in my hands, 
that the accused here present shall have fiiir and hon« 
ourable trial." 

Estelle faintly smiled and shook her head ; then ap- 
proaching Azdlie, tcrwhom all seemed like a dreadful 
dream, assured her of her protection, and soothed her 
with the confident assurance of her ultimate happiness. 
Poor Az^lie ! besides her own &te, she wept for that 
of Henrique ! The uncertainty that hung over him 
was more dreadful for her to endure than her own 
present misery. The trial held out to her no hope ; 
and even acquittal she felt would be wretchedness, if 
Don Henrique was lost to her for ever. Estelle knew 
not all the wo of her yOung heart, and could not comfort 
her. Looking timidly up into the face of the brother, 
she sighed as she thought, '< Heaven hath given me 
love for this noble youth to slay me ! I may not 
cherish love for one of an accursed race i- How proud 
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his bearing ! How lofty his look ! Can one so haugh- 
ty be of a race of slaves ? Oh, that I had never seen 
him, or that, seeing him, the knowledge of his degra- 
ding blood had never come to my ears ! I will let my 
love die where it sprung up, but I feel ' that I shall not 
survive it ! Why hath Heaven made me love where 
love is degradation ? Love hopelessly ! love fatally !** 

Such were the thoughts of Estelle, who, before she 
knew the slavish lineage (not to be traced in his fea- 
tures, indeed) of the noble-looking youth, whom she had 
first seen in the banquet-room, had let love for him 
steal into her heart ; but now, from a sense of pride 
and natural feeling, with painful and the most bitter 
grief at discovering that her affections were placed on 
one whom, however worthy, it would be infamy to 
love, strove to crush it in its birth, even to her own 
sacrifice. 

f The Count of Osma now gave orders to the captain , 
to conduct the prisoners from the palace to their tem- 
porary place of confinement. 

" Shall I bind them, signer ?" he asked, approaching 
Renault, who was restrained from farther resistance 
by a look from the sorceress. 

'* Bind them ! bind the maiden !" repeated she, on 
hearing this, her eyes flashing fire, and her skeleton 
finger lifted menacingly to the startled officer. " Guard 
them well with a double phalanx, if ye will, but lay no 
hand upon her ! Lead on ! I will go beside her." 

" See to their safety with your lives !" said the count, 
as Renault, with his arms haughtily folded and an 
erect port, passed him between- twD men-at-arms, who 
guarded him with naked halberds in their hands. 
Azdlie, by his order, was then placed in a palanquin 
borne' by four slaves, also environed by men-at-arms. 
He would have approached her with a free lip as she 
passed near him ; but the eye of the sorceress, with the 
strange power it ever had over him, held him to the 
spot where he stood. . 

" Let thy wantonness slumber. Count of Osma, until 
the day of trial. Then shalt thou soon enough possess 
her, if judgment go against her." 
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*^ I have no fear of the result, and do consent to the 
trialy that these provincials may know I honour their 
laws, and that I may rivet more firmly this haughty 
maid's degradation. I have not forgotten the insult 
she offered to me three years ago !" 

<< Remember the day of St. Michael !" she said, stri- 
ding past him as he stood in the midst of the banquet- 
chamber alone, following with his eye the receding 
palanquin with a lingering, hesitating glance, as if he 
would yet recall it. •> 

But fear, irresistible, superstitious fear, of the terri- 
ble woman, and the reflection that, though delayed, his 
triumph was sure and his victory certain — added to 
which was his confidence in the fidelity of his guards 
—prevented him from doing it. 

" Virtuous daughter of a wicked father, fear not to 
love where thine heart has been given. He is worthy 
of all thou canst bestow,'' said the sorceress, in a low 
voice, as she overtook, in the paved passage, the pa- 
lanquin, beside which Estelle walked, clasping a hand 
of the nearly senseless Az^lie, for whom, on account 
of her beauty and sufferings, she felt a sisterly affec- 
tion. 

" What mean thy words, mother !" asked the con- 
scious Estelle, feeling her cheek burn and her heart 
leap with surprise at this knowledge of a secrel she 
had not dared to trust to herself. i ' 

** I have marked thine eyes, and there is a language 
in them thait woman can read« Thou lovest, and yet 
thou wouldst not love. Thy love is thy greatest grief, 
and yet thy greatest joy. Thou wouldst crush it and 
trample it ; but, the more it is trod upon, the more luxu- 
riantly it will grow. But fear not to love ; he is wor- 
thy of thee." 

" I know he is all worthy, mother, but — " Here, sur- 
prised at her boldness and unintentional acknowledg- 
ment of her love, she hesitated, while the objection she 
was about to give utteradce to faltered on her tongue. 

*' But he is a quadroon, thou wouldst say, and his 
blood attainted : I bid thee a third time love and fear 
not, for he is as noble and free born as thyself!" 
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Thus speaking, she descended the broad palace 
stairs at the extremity of the gallery afler the palan- 
quin, which was already at the foot of it, leaving £s- 
telle near the door of her chamber, lost in wonder, 
hope, and trembling surprise.' She paused a moment, 
dwelling on her words, and then entered her boudoir, 
fearing yet hoping, doubting yet believing. What a 
mine of happiness did the few words of the sorceress 
open in her heart, which the moment before was so 
wretched and heavy with the weight of its forbidden 
love ! How changed her whole nature ! Yet she had 
only the vague and mysterious language of this singu* 
lar woman to base her joy upon. But this to her was 
everything. To the b«art of a woman that loves, the 
course of a feather on the wind, the song of a bird,- 
a dream of the night, is revelation ! Estelle cherish, 
ed a sweet hope in spite of hope, and boldly fed her 
love with the image of him she loved. 

The Count of Osma also sought his cabinet after 
giving orders to his slaves to bear the wounded Ras- 
cas to a bed, and summon the surgeon of his staff to 
attend him ; he had found him too useful a retainer to 
let him die whjle hope of life remained. In his cab- 
inet he saw the Moor, whom he had not seen siel^e he 
left it to conduct Don Henrique to his celL The slave 
met his master's eye with a look of fear, and a coun- 
tenance indicating secret treachery. Osma did not 
discover all that it expressed, but saw enough in his 
deprecating manner to excite his ever-lively suspicions. 

" So thou art here, slave !" he cried, after surveying 
the gigantic Ethiop, who at once had cast himself on 
his knees before him. " Where hast thou loitered, that 
thou hast not been present, nor heard my voice calling 
to thee ?" 

The slave made no reply, but, submissively bending 
his neck, offered to his lord his naked cimeter. 

" This is ever thy defence, as if I were a Turk, and 
my pastime were chopping off turbaned heads. Put 
up thy cimeter, and to thy feet I I have no time to 
dally with thee. Hie thee after my guard, follow them 
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to the habitation of the quadroone-mother, and bring 
me true report of the safeguard thither of this Renault 
and his sister, and the disposition of the men-at-arms 
about the house. Begone, for I have work for thy 
deadly steel anon. Take now these keys which Ras- 
cas hath laid here, and place them in thy belt, for I have 
made thee Don Henrique's jailer in his stead." 

The Moor hung in his girdle the keys which Rascas, 
after returning from the dungeon of Don Henrique, had 
tfirown down on hearing the clash of swords in £s- 
telle's chahiber, and then left the cabinet with a rapid 
step. The count listened till the echo of his footsteps 
along the gallery ceased, and then, closing the door of 
his cabinet, gave himself up to reflections upon the re* 
cent events which had transpired, and began to dwell 
upon the future with the exulting hopes of a bad man, to 
whom wickedness has become so habitual as to be ne- 
cessary to his existei^ce. He felt that there was an ill 
omen in the day appointed, and laughed as if he would 
mock his own fears. But the hollow sound of his laugh 
terrified him, and, casting himself upon an ottoman, he 
sought to banish - in sleep the unpleassint memories 
which the words as well as the presence of the sorceress 
had nkvakened in his breast. 



CHAPTER XII. 

THE MOORISH SOBCERESb. 

The written message that Renault had received in 
the fortress from the hand of Gobin, and which had pro- 
duced such an effect upon him, was couched in these 
figurative words, and without date or signatiire. 

<' The wolf hath entered the fold^ and heme atoay ihb^ 
lamh to his lair.^^ 
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In a little more than half an hour after receiving it, 
and crossing the lake with his forces, he came in sight 
of the gate of the city with three hundred men at his 
back. He was impetuously thundering on, with the in- 
tention of carrying the harriers by storm, when the 
gray woman appeared suddenly in his path. 

'< Hold, Renault !" she cried, waving her arm as ha 
approached her at the head of his men. 

He instantly halted his troop, he himself drawing 
rein within three feet of her with so sudden a check to 
the impetus of his horse that he threw him back upon 
his haunches. The fore feet of the animal for a jmo- 
ment beat the air, and threatened to descend upon the 
breast of the sorceress, who saved herself from being 
struck with his hoofs by adroitly seizing him by the bit, 
and, with a wonderful display of coolness and strength, 
turning him aside. 

^' Dismount; I would speak with thee," she cried, au- 
thoritatively. 

Impatient as he was to fily to the rescue or to the 
revenge of his sister, he nevertheless obeyed. Throw, 
ing his rein to one of his troop, he followed her, as she 
preceded him at a rapid pace, until she came beneath 
the wall, near an angle of one of the abutments, against 
which stood the ruins of a stone hut. This she enter- 
ed, making a sign for him to follow. 

"Nay, time is more precious than life, and why 
waste it in mystery, woman ?" said Renault, pausing on 
the threshold. 

" Thy sister is in no present danger ! but, if thou 
wouldst finally save her, thou must be guided by me. 
Did not a message from me bring thee hither at the 
head of thy troop ?" 

" Thou hast spoken truly. Lead on ! I will be gui- 
ded by thee !" 

She immediately entered the inner room of the dark 
hut, and, lifting a trap door, descended a 'dilapidated 
flight of steps. He followed her unhesitatingly, an 
idea of the objiect she had in view flashing upon his 
mind, and found himself in a cavernous passage^ with 
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broken ardhea and an unpaved floor. Her foptst^s, 
for fae eould see nothing in the gloom, guided him along 
the damp, subterraneous passage, which, after sererai 
intricate windings, conducted them to a flight ol* stairs 
at its extremity. These she ascended to an apartment, 
into which, through numerous crevices, strecuned thQ 
light of the moon. After listening an instant at a door, 
she boldly threw it opeo, and Renault, to his surprise, 
found that he was in a street within the walls^ 

^ The knowledge of this passage gives us possessioa 
of the town," he cried, with animatio;D, forgetting, in 
his great discovery, the inmiediate object in which he 
was so deeply interested. 

** Follow me," she said, on gaining the street, without 
pausing to look behind her. 

** Alone ! I can efifect Qothiog alone ! In five min- 
utes I will have my men dismounted and let into the 
town," he said, going back into the building. 

"Young man," she cried, sternly, "follow me! 
Leave thy troop to wait for thy return." 

" I will not go without the power to punish this ty« 
rant !" he replied, determinedly; 

" Is not thy sister in momentary peril ? The evil of 
one moment's delay a legion of warriors may not un- 
do." 

"I obey," he anxiously responded, and followed hen 

On the way to the palace she informed him, in her 
brief, figurative manner, of the particulars of Azdlie's 
abduction, none of which had escaped her vigilant and 
ceaseless espionnage. 

" She sleeps yet, say you 1" he asked, with trembling. 

"Until the nightingale sings its evenii^ song. I 
have long bee^ ^miliar, like this false slave Absulem, 
with this and every other draught to produce sleep* 
Their (qualities, powers, and eS^tja are all known to 
me." 

" Sleeps she unprotected save by ber own ixmocence ? 
Alas ! she is no longe/the spotless and gentle dove I 
have 80 many years nestled in my bosom," he said, with 
.bitter anguish, while the fierce grasp he hald upon his 

ToL. II.— N 
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naked sword, as he strode along in the shadows of the 
buildings, betrayed the stern and deadly character of 
his thoughts. 

. *His own subtle and refined passion will be 'her 
safegimrd till she awakes to the life and warmth of 
beauty. She sleeps securely," 

" Pray Heaven thy words be thie !" 

*' From the garden, after entering her chamber and 
writing the line to thee, which, on the way, I gave to 
one who has proved a faithful messenger, did 1 follow 
the Moor with his burden even to the door of his cab- 
inet. Thence passing round the balcony, I saw her 
through the window laid tenderly upon an ottoman ; 
and from Osma's words and bearing, as well as my 
knowledge of his character, knew that he had not 
caused this drugged sleep for a darker purpose than 
her quiet removal from thy roof to his own. Know- 
ing the moment she would awake, I lefl her securely, 
and hastened to the gate to meet thy coming." 

** Why not admit my troop ?" 

" They are but a handful to the Spanish army, and 
would defeat our purpose." 

'* Wherefore this interest in my sister ?" asked Re- 
nault, abruptly. 

" Thou shalt shortly know, but not to-night. Now 
think of her safety, for yonder is the palace." 

" And, hark ! there is the nightingale singing," cried 
Renault, bounding forward. 

<* Be not too hasty, young man. Remain here in 
this recess of the Cathedral tower, and await my re- 
turn." 

Before he could object or make any reply, she had 
crossed the space between the church and the palace, 
and approached a casement that extended quite to the 
ground. Pressing her finger against a comer section 
of the lattice, the diamond-shaped leaf of the window 
opened inwardly, and let her into a low hall in the base- 
ment of the palace. She crossed it with a rapid and 
familiar step, and, ascending a winding stairway, reach- 
ed a paved saloon on the main floor. H^re soldiers, 
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retainers, and Uunging officers caused her to turn 
aside and glide in the deep shadows among the col- 
umns until she came to a door ajar, which hy a private 
stair communicated with the suite of apartments occu- 
pied hy the Count of Osma. In a few seconds, avoid- 
ing in her progress, with singular adroitness and address, 
an encounter with any of the members of the house- 
hold, she reached the marble passage, and the next in- 
stant was in the very cabinet of the count, an unseen 
listener and witness of the scene between him and 
Azdlie* . When the terrified girl flew past her, closely 
pursued by the count, she followed her in turn as swift, 
iy, till she saw her at the feet of Estelle. 

^ She is for the moment safe," she said, retiring in 
the shade as Osma passed ; " I will now bring the 
brother hither, that he may fall into the snare I would 
have set for him. If he be suffered to go at liberty, 
the public and overwhelming judgment I design for 
Osma will be defeated by his rashness. This trial 
Osma shall consent to. Until then, Renault must not 
be suflered to go free or communicate with his band. 
There is seeming evil in this, but good will come of 
it, and the Spaniard's shame and infamy be the more 
sure. If Allah .let me live till the day of trial, I will 
turn my face to Mecca, and then die." 

Thus communing with her thoughts, she re-entered 
the gallery, and was leaving it by the way she had 
come, when at the other end of it her active eye de- 
tected a door slowly opening. Instantly concealing 
herself in a recess, she saw the Moor emerge from the 
secret staircase leading to the dungeons of the Inquisi- 
tion, and advance towards the' cabinet. She directly 
placed herself before him in his path with a gesture of 
menace and silence. With a face full of fear, he cross- 
ed his hands upon his breast, and stood tremblingly 
awaiting her commands. 

''Thou hast the confidence of thy master. Thy 
word is even as his. Go to the captain of the guard, 
and bid him remain at his post whatsoever may hap^ 
pen within the palace, and bid him admit myself and 
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those I bring with me without question, as if by tty 
maister's order. As thou fearest me, obey !** 

The Moor made an obeisance of submission, as if 
to a supernatural being, and was about to leave her, 
when she inquired the cause of his appearance through 
the secret door in the wall in so stealthy a manner. 
From him she learned with pleasure, what she had 
desired to know, the place of Don Henrique's confine* 
ment, of whose arrest she had been an unseen witness 
while watching to counteract Osma's plots, 

"Hath his death been decreed?" she asked, eageriy. 

*' His soul will be with Allah with the nexX sunrise,'* 
answered the Moor. 

<' Meet me here at midnight with the keys of his 
dungeon, or beware my power I" she said, authorita- 
tively. 

^ Sulem hath no will but that of Azrael whom thou 
servest," \kd replied, in a tone of superstitious awe, 
sinking into an Oriental posture of dread adoration. 

^ To thine errand quickly," she commanded ; and, 
watching him till he disappeared, returned to the out- 
aide of the palace by the way she had entered, and 
going into the shadow of the tower, where Renault, 
towards whom her intentions now wore a mysterious 
complexion, waited with the utmost impatience for her 
reappearance. 

^ The tidings !** he gasped, seizing her arm as she 
approached. 

*^ As I would have them. The crisis for thy pres- 
ence has arrived ! Follow roe !'* 

** Past the guards ?" he demanded, with surprise, 
as she boldly crossed an angle of the Place d'Armes, 
where citizens and soldiers df duty were listening in 
groups to the governor's band, which was filling the 
square with martial and stirring music. 

^ Do not hesitate. Come boldly on ! Thou canst 
IBot enter in safety the way I came." 

Surprised, yet not intimidated by the danger he in- 
eurred in exposing himself thus openly, with a price 
set upon his head, he obeyed her. Partly concealing 
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las features with the cape of the short capote he worOf 
he passed through the guards by her side unchal- 
lenged, though not without being, from his strange 
companionship, an object of curiosity. The Moor 
was standing on the last step of the stone staircase as 
the sorceress, with Renault by her side, mounted the 
flight of steps* In a moment afterward, Renault, 
whose feet were winged by the loud voice of the infu- 
riated count as he seized upon Estelle to separate her 
from his victim, was in the presence of the Spaniard 
at the very crisis of the most imminent peril. From 
that moment until guarded prisoners to their own 
dwelling, the fate of both brother and sister is known. 

Renault felt happy even as a prisoner when he re- 
flected that Azdlie was safe, and that, ere she could fall 
a victim to the deferred passion of a lawless tyrant, 
she might yet be offered up a sacrifice on the shrine of 
virgin purity. On taking possession of his habitation 
again, the court of which now echoed strangely to the 
tread of sentinels, he reflected in great perplexity upon 
the singular conduct of the enchantress. She had 
clearly manifested an interest in him, yet it was by her 
agency he had been made captive. She had shown a 
singular regard for Azelie, yet by her means the trial, 
so certain to result in the condemnation of the ac- 
cused, had been determined on. 

** Why," thought he, " did she not exert that won- 
derful power she possesses over this savage Spaniard, 
by demanding and securing for her both liberty and a 
cessation of his persecution. Nevertheless, I feel a 
disposition to trust her ; but it is because, perhaps, 
that there is none else to trust save Heaven !" He 
thus mused with himself; and then, kneeling by the 
couch of his sister, implored the protection and gui- 
dance of that Heaven for one so ctear to him, so beset 
by danger, and so borne down with such a weight of 
sorrow. ' 

From the gate of Renault's dwelling, whither she 
had accompanied the palanquin, the sorceress took her 
way in the direction of the bounds of the city ; and en» 
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tering the mansion from which she had issued with 
Renault, in a few seconds was outside of the walls, 
walking with rapid strides towards a group of horse, 
men, who seemed to have rode near the town for the 
purpose of reconnoitring. One c^ them saw her and 
Spurred towards her. It was Charleval, the compan- 
ion in arms of Renault, who, during the hour's mys* 
terious absence of his friend and chkf, had become so 
impatient as to meditate setting fire to the gates and 
entering the city, believing he must have been be* 
trayed by the mysterious being who had commanded 
him to follow her. Tlie others g£ the group were De 
Tho3rras, who had arrived after Renault's departure 
with forty chasseurs, Grobin, and the trumpeter Bovie^ 
do, the two latter mounted upon the same steed ; Gro* 
bin having generously restored to his paunchy friend the 
animal of which he had despoiled him, on finding hin^ 
upon his return from the fortress, »tting on the ground 
where he had cast himself, sadly bewailing his Toaa. 

** Where is our chief?" demanded Charleyal, on 
coming up to her. 

** In prison," she said, firmly. 

** This is thy work, hag ! Thy treachery hath cost 
thee thy life," cried Charleval, presenting a pistol at 
her head. 

" Nay, cousin Charleval," cried Grobin, galloping up 
at the instant astride behind Boviedo, and striking up 
the pistol, " it were worth thy soul to harm mother 
Beelzebub." 

^ I fear him not," she said, without being moved at 
her imminent peril. ^ If thou art the chief in the ah» 
sence of Renault," she ccmtinued, addressii^ the im* 
natient Charleval, *' it is with thee my business lies. 
Know that Osma the ^mniard hath a lawless passion 
for Azdlie the Quadroone, and this night hath stolen 
her from her chamber and borne her to his palace." 

" This I Jcnow : and4he licentious Spaniard had bet- 
ter have formed a harem with every fair quadroone in 
the province than placed eyes on Azdlie. Not a sword 
in Louisiana will rest in its scabbard until she be res* 
cued or avenged." 
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** This is the spirit I would see awakened* Renault 
was admitted by me through a secret passage and con- 
ducted to the palace. There was no moment for de- 
lay, and his single arm was of more avail than thy 
small force of horsemen, with the whole Spanish army 
to withstand thee. It was in part to save the massacre 
of yonder horsemen that I took him alone. He res* 
cued his sister from dishonour, but is himself made 
prisoner." 

^ This is both good and ill news ! He must be res« 
cued, or the blood of another victim will glut the ven« 
geance of the Spanish demon," cried Charleval, with 
determination. 

" Thou art too impetuous,'' she said, sternly. *' Os- 
ma's day of retribution is at hand. Know that, de- 
feated in possessing Az^lie, he hath claimed both her- 
self and Renault to be slaves, and by a certain parch, 
ment hath sworn to make good his claim. They 
have appealed to the tribunal, and on the sixth day 
from this their trial is to take place. In the mean 
while, both are imprisoned in their own dwelling, which 
is strongly guarded." 

'* This is villany most deep and subtle," exclaimed 
Charleval through his clinched teeth. 

^ Hear ! The thousand savage warriors Renault 
informs me you have sent for will be here by the fifth 
night. Till then, retire to thy fortress, and augment 
thy numbers with true men. The tribunal will be 
open at ten on the morning of the sixth day. At that 
hour be at the head of thy forces within yonder for- 
est, but let nor plume nor steel-point be seen from the 
walls. The whole of the Spanish troops at the same 
hour will be drawn up in the Place d'Armes to protect 
the cabildo, while sitting, from any outbreak of popu- 
lar feeling on account of unjust judgment. Few will 
be left to guard the gates, and all men's minds will be 
bent on affairs within rather than without the city. 
At this crisis I will meet thee, and secretly conduct thy 
forces into the town. Then disposing them at hand 
near the precincts of the hall of counoil, thou mayst 
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thyself enter it and witness the trial ; for I would have 
all men behold the judgment of Osma." 

" Woman, who art thou ?" 

" The friend of Renault and Azdlie. Wouldst thou 
know more to give me thy confidence ?" 

" 'Tis enough ; Renault hath spoken to me of thee, 
and himself trusted thee. Me shall not be sacrificed 
by any hesitation on the part of his friends. It shall 
be as thou sayest. At ten on St. Michael's day, yon- 
der frowning line of forest shall hold within its spread, 
ing arms sixteen hundred warriors." 

"And ten minutes afterward they shall be within 
the walls, moving silently and swiftly towards the pal- 
ace, armed with the judgment of the guilty. Depart, 
and gather thy strength. The night wears apace, and 
each moment now is as a day to thee." 

" Farewell, wonderful and mysterious woman ! 
Whoever and whatever thou art, I know thou hast 
given Osma and the city into our hands !" 

The sorceress made no reply, but, waving him im, 
patiently to depart, he once more bade her adieu, and, 
accompanied by the others, including the jester, gal- 
loped towards the squadron of horse which was drawn 
up in a solid column on the edge of the woods. On 
reaching it he gave a single brief order, and the whole 
troop, wheeling to the right, moved at a fast trot into 
the wood, and were shortly afterward lost to the eye 
and ear. 

She looked after them until the last faint rumble of 
the fall of a thousand hoofs had ceased, and then slow- 
ly and thoughtfully, as if weighing over again the 
plans she had projected, returned to the hut and enter- 
ed the city. When the heavy tongue of the Cathe- 
dral bell had sounded the first stroke of twelve, she 
secretly entered the palace through the panel in the 
Moorish casement by which ehe. had formerly gained 
access to the interior, and, ere it had sounded the 'last 
deep note, she was in the inarble gallery, gliding like a 
spectre along its sides in the direction of the private 
xioor leading to the dungeons. AH was silent as the 
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tomb. Osma slept on his guilty pillow ; Bstelle nitis 
in her chamber, but seated by the lattice in her night* 
robe, thinking of Renault, and devising some plan for 
his escape. 

The Moor was not at his post ; and, while she wait- 
ed for him, a groan, mingled with an execration, startled 
her. It was from Rascas, who lay on a pallet in the 
antechamber of the cabinet, suffering from his wound. 
The next instant she was by his pillow of pain. A 
faint lamp at his bed's head shed a ghastly light upon 
his countenance. His eyes were shut, and she turned 
back her cowl from her face and touched him. He 
then opened them and gazed upon her, at first with a 
vacant look ; but intelligence lightened his glance, and 
he cried with fear, 

"Away, accursed sorceress! Hast thou come to 
force me to sell my soul !" and he covered his eyes 
with his hands, as if he would shut out the sight of 
her, while his whole frame shuddered. 

" Ha, ha ! Rascas the assassin, as men call thee^ 
dost thou have hope for thy soul, that thou tremblest 
for it ?" 

'' I am going to die !" he said, as if under the ex. 
treme of mortal fear, and wholly overcome with mental 
horror. 

** And now thou wouldst play the coward, who hast 
played the villain so bravely. Didst thou not know 
thou wouldst one day die, that death hath now taken 
thee by surprise 7" 

« In full life J feared it not. It seemed a long way 
off — beyond the utmost limits of old age." 

« Thou didst think all men mortal but thyself. Thus 
it is, and death ever comes to all unexpectedly. It 
has thus come to thee, and methinks thou art poorly 
prepared to meet it." ♦ , 

" What shall I do t?^ te cried, with miserable eager- 
ness, which could ill conceal the hopeless despair be* 
neath it. 

" Do as I bid thee, and thou shall live." . 

" Live !" he repeated, seizing her hand ana wildly 
pressing it to his lips. 
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** Live, and live to repent !" 

"Give me only life — ^I care not for repentance! 
.Oh, if I could know I should not die now — die now /" 
he repeated, lifting himself to his elbow, and anxiously 
reading her face with his feverish eyes, <* Give me 
only life, and I laugh at repentance ! ha, ha, ha ! Oh, 
life, life^ life !" he continued to repeat, as the Ara- 
bian dying for thirst in the desert cries " Water, wa- 
ter, water !" 

She surveyed him a few moments with a look of 
scornful contempt, and then said in a deep voiee^ 

" Thou knowest the secret crimes of thy master's 
life." 

" Who hath told thee V* he demanded, with fear. 

"It matters not. This knowledge may save thy 
Hfe." 

"How?" he eagerly demanded, his desire to live 
overcoming the agony of his wound, which only be- 
trayed itself in the involuntary contractions of the 
muscles 'of his face. 

"By bearing testimony against him." 

" Will this give me Hfe 1 Will it ?" 

" I have learned from the report of the surgeon the 
condition of thy wound. It is mortal for all the skill 
of any chirurgeon. He hath said you will die !" 

" Save, give me life, and I will do what thou wilt, 
were it to bury my knife in my master's heart !" 

" Ha, ha ! Thou wert penitent but now for thy 
crimes, and thou wouldst purchase longer life by add- 
ing to them." 

" So that I live, I care not for the price. Put death 
off now ! save me now /" he cried, with an eloquence 
of fear that astonished her, while it excited her con- 
tempt. 

" Though surgeon's skill will not avail thee, mine 
will. Swear that thou wilt answer truth against thy 
master when thou shalt be called upon, and I will exert 
my power to save thee from death." 

"I swear." 

*' I little heed thy oath. Know that the ointment I 
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shall apply to thy wound is a deadly poison. Six days 
it must be applied, morning and evening, with the ri- 
sing and setting of the sun. The seventh day the pa- 
tient would die a mass of corruption but for a counter- 
poison, which, for seven days more applied to the 
wound, perfecteth a cure." 

" If thou shouldst fail me on the seventh day — " 

** Then thou wouldst become a livid corpse, so that 
no man could look upon thee." 

** I will not trust thee, fiendish enchantress !" 

<* Be it so. Thou wilt not live to the third day from 
this in thy present state." 

The assassin shuddered, hid his face in the bed-cov- 
ering, and writhed with intense misery, both of mind 
and body. At length, groaning heavily and hopeless- 
ly, he cried, 

^ Apply thy medicament, woman, and my testimony 
shall be thine." 

She drew from her girdle a small pouch, tha^ among 
other articles, contained a crystal vial holding a pale, 
amber-coloured oil, which, on removing the silver stop- 
per, filled the chamber with an extremely pungent, yet 
not an unpleasant odour. After cleansing the wound 
in his side, she poured the healing fluid upon it, and 
bound it skilfully up. He felt instant relief; and, 
after pressing her hands with a grateful look, sudden- 
ly, from a total cessation of pain, fell into a deep sleep. 
She contemplated for a moment the effect of her skill, 
and then sought once more the private outlet from the 
gallery. A few seconds afterward the Moor appear- 
ed, having been waiting at the door of the palace for 
her entrance that way, and now betrayed evident sur- 
prise at finding her already at the place appointed. 
Keceiving impatiently his explanation for his delay, 
she sternly bade him lead her to the cell of his prisoner. 



168 THE QUADROONB; OB, 



CHAPTER XIIL 

SCBNB BBTWSSN THB LOYBBS. 

Don HBNRiqxiB had been left, by the refined 4mielty 
of Rascas, who proved a faithful successor to those 
Fathers of the Inquisition, whose inhumanity had framed 
the iron vaults beneath the foundations of the prisofif 
chained by the waist and htods to iron staples in the 
aide of the vault. He could now neither stand nor «ti 
and, fatigued by sorrow and overcome by his miserable 
condition, he had fallen into a troubled sleep while 
suspended, as it were, from the wall. A massive gold* 
en crucifix lay at his feet, which Osma had left witti 
him in mockery. 

He had given up all hopes of life ; and, striving tp 
forget every earthly tie, fijced his mind on that wc^li 
into which he felt he was soon to enter. Yet in his 
dreams he was again in the boudoir of Azdiie, kneeling 
at her feet, and breathing his passion into her listening 
ear«; was once more in the hall of his fidhers, and 
wandering over the hills of sunny Spain. The spirit 
that guided his dreams was merciful, and presented to 
bis mind only objects that were agreeable and most op« 
posite to the mournful realities of his waking hours. 
From the midst of one of these pleasant visions he was 
startled by the clanging of chains and the removing of 
bars and bolts. 

** Alas ! Heaven be merciful to me !" he ejacala- 
ted, awaking to the reality of his unhappy condiUoii. 
** Now is the assassin at hand whose steel will be the 
key to let my weary spirit into the world beyond! 
Must I die here like an ox ! Oh, for one ffood sword, 
and an arm unchained to wield it, that. f might fell 
like a man and a knight !" 

The door of his dungeon opened, and the Moor ap- 
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peared, holding a shaded lantern in his hand, followed 
by a tall figure wrapped in a gray mantle, which he 
at once knew must be the sorceress who bad taken 
such BXi interest in the fate of Azelie, and also in his 
own. Hope — that blessed angel, and Heaven's best 
gift to poor humanity in this sad world — was instantly 
reawakened in his breast by her appearance. She 
paused on the threshold of the cell, and with a look 
of compassion and sympathy, that contrasted singularly 
with her harsh, sepulchral features, surveyed him in si« 
lence. At length she advanced, and, kneeling, took his 
hand, and said with reverence, 

** Unhappy prince ! Thy cruel captivity is now 
ended ! Alas ! that I should behold a prince of Spain 
in such a state of degradation and misery ! Unlock 
these chains and cast them into the sea, that the rec* 
ord of this dishonour may not exist on the earth !" 
^he cried, with stern indignation. 

Sulem obeyed, and Don Henrique stood erect, un- 
bound. ^' Is this a dream ?" he asked, with troubled 
doubt. 

** Thou art free, noble signer. He who hath put 
thee here will soon take thy place." 

*< Ha ! hath the city rebelled ?" 

'' No ; but Justice hath come to her seat." 

" You speak mysteriously !" 

'< It shall be made as clear as sunlight, prince, to 
thee and every man." 

** Prince ! I did then hear aright ! How knowest 
thou me 7" 

<< If thy secret be to six, doth it surprise thee that a' 
seventh hath it 1 Be it enough that I know thee, and 
wherefore thou art a wanderer from the palace of thy 
fothers. Follow me, and thou shalt learn all thou 
wouldst know." 

** Then tell me here^/^re, before thou movest," he 
cried, catching her by the nrnntle, " what of — of — ^ 

" The maiden whose love thou hast won 1 Be hap- 
py, prince ! She is safe, and in all honour beneath 
her own roof!" 

Vol. II.— O 
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** And thou hast saved her ?" he cried, scarcely 
crediting what he had heard. 

•* I have, nohle signer," 

" Then Heaven bless thee — ^bless thee ! for— for I 
cannot !*' he articulated with choked utterance, and, 
falling on his knees, kissed her robe and burst into 
tears. 

In twenty minutes afterward Don Henrique had 
Azdlie folded in his arms, whom at length he released 
only to receive the fraternal embrace of Renault, The 
Moor, whom the sorceress had enslaved to he| own 
will, had treacherously admitted them in the face of 
the unsuspecting guards, who silently acknowledged 
the seal of their commander in his hands, as well as 
the scarce less authoritative command of the confi- 
dential slave. Having witnessed their meeting, the 
sorceress departed alone and unquestioned. 

Estelle sat by her lattice until long afler twelvef 
communing with herself upon the fate of Renault and 
of his sister ; but the former was uppermost in her 
thoughts ; and each moment love for the handsome 
and spirited youth grew stronger in her heart from 
that it fed upon. 

Suddenly she rose ; and, casting a cloak about hei^ 
and otherwise disguising herself as she had once be- 
fore done, she stole from her chamber, and, unob- 
served, reached her father's cabinet. 

He slept where an hour or two before he had cast 
himself upon the ottoman, and a tall silver candela- 
brum with wax lights alone burned upon his escritoir. 
She softly approached, and from a secret drawer of 
the secretaire took two of several private seals it con- 
tained. Retiring, she hastily left the palace, making 
use of one of the signets in passing the guard. Then 
speaking to a soldier, she demanded to be directed to 
the residence of Renault the Quadroon. From his 
ready knowledge of this habitation, she discovered 
that the recent circumstances had made it known to 
most of the governor's guard. Having learned from 
him its situation, she departed in search of it. After 
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traversing a part of one street, and turning an acngle 
or two of others, she came suddenly upon a sentry, 
who challenged her from the foot of a garden wall on 
the opposite side of the way. Ignorant of the coun. 
tersign, she knew not what to answer, and trembled 
lest she should be discovered. Her hesitation was 
observed by the soldier, who challenged a second 
time, at the same time bringing his piece to his 
'shoulder. 

^ Camarada !" she answered, going towards him. 
- , ** Stand and give the countersign," he demanded, as 
X she reached the middle of the way. 

" Throw up your piece, sirrah !" she cried, in an 
authoritative tone, advancing upon him. ** Do you dare 
^ menace a messenger of the governor ? Behold my 
authority !" she added, holding out the signet. 

He advanced a step and took it from her, and, after 
. •earefuUy examining it, returned it. " You might as 
* easily, signbr, have given the countersign, if it is such 
a long-winded word as * Death to Osma's foes,' as to 
have given me this trouble," he muttered ; and, shoul- 
dering his piece, he bade her pass on. 

With alacrity, she cheerfully obeyed, and was soon 
at the treble-guarded portal of the dwelling. Here, 
imaging use of the countersign she had so unexpected- 
ly obtained possession of, as well as of the signet, she 
was admitted into the court, muffled to the eyes as she 
was, without question or hesitation on the part of the 
sentinels. Azdlie's boudoir was pointed out to her, 
and the captain of the guard, accompanying her to 
within a few feet of the curtained door, returned again 
to his post. She paused. Her heart beat tumultu- 
ously. She had come thither scarcely reflecting on 
her object in doing so, and had laid no plan of con- 
duct for her guidance. The danger of Renault and 
his sister had inspired her to take a step at which she 
now trembled with maidenly shame and hesitation. 
They were in peril from her father's united passion 
and vengeance, and she had suggested to her mind, as 
she sat in her chamber, the idea to rescue them through 



^ * 



160 THS quadroons; OR, 

the agency of the signets which she had afterward ta» 
ken for the purpose. 

But, now that the moment of action had arriyed~> 
that a curtain alone separated her from the young 
caurreur cheff who had inspired her with so tender 
and deep a passion — ^her heart failed. She leaned 
against a column of the cloister for support, and sum. 
moned all her strength of mind and native energy of. 
character to her aid. At length she hecame collected, 
and formed the resolution to present herself boldly be- 
fore them, offer them the way to escape, conduct them 
through the guards disguised, and, by the aid of the 
countersign and signet, out of the city gates to liberty. 

<< I may never see him more," she thought ; ^< and he 
will have departed without knowing he has left so true 
a heart behind him. Perhaps he would scorn my 
love ! Yet his eye told me otherwise, modestly as he 
sought to shade his love beneath the downcast lid. I 
will nevertheless sacrifice my love to his freedom. 
That he is worthy of my affection— that he is tu^ of the 
race that claims him — my heart, as well as the lan- 
guage of that mysterious woman, doth tell me. No, 
I have too proud a heart to cast my love unworthily. 
I know he could not be debased, or he would not have 
awakened an interest in the bosom of the daughter of 
the house of Osma." 

Thus run her thoughts as she paused with her grasp 
upon the curtain that was dropped before the entrance. 
She was about to lift it, when the voice of Renault 
within arrested her hand as suddenly as if it had been 
paralyzed. 

^ It is certain, dearest sister," he said, in a melan- 
choly voice, ^< that this trial, which this wicked Span- 
iard hath appointed, will be a mockery like that of the 
councillors. We can hope for no justice but from 
Heaven." • . 

*< Can that fatal parchment by no means be taken 
from him, Renault ?" asked an earnest voice, which 
she recognised to be that of Don Henrique. 

" If it could be done, it would overthrow, in the eye 
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of justice, his claim ; which, with this in his hand, he 
may sustain where false judges and the tools of his 
will sit in judgment; for every honest judge ^ would 
see that his claim is founded on injustice and tyranny." 
*^ Yet, with this evidence in his possession," said 
Don Henrique, "the law must sustain him in his 
claim without taking into consideration the abstract 
question of the purpose he has in view in maintaining 
and defending it. 1 fear it will go against you, not- 
withstanding the hope held out by this wonderful sor- 



ceress." 



^ She did not say that it would not be decided 
against us, brother," said the silvery and touching 
voice of Az^lie ; " but that, if it were, the judgment 
would fall on his head instead of ours." 

" Thou hast great faith, sweet Azdlie, in this wom. 
an," said Don Henrique ; '< and I must acknowledge I 
think she hath some plan in view for your safety and 
Osma's shame. Nevertheless, if we could get pos- 
session of this parchment before the day of trial, we 
might, perhaps, through the aid of this sorceress, de- 
feat him." 

" I wish it could be done," said Renault ; " I have 
little foith in her ; for I have thought that my arrest 
Is owing to her. Indeed, had she led me, with all my 
men, into the town, Osma would have been my prison- 
er instead of my being his !" 

" And wouldst thou then have saved me, brother, as 
thou didst do ?" asked Azdlie, reprovingly. 

"Nay, perhaps it is best as it is," he answered; "for 
I should have been reluctant, with my sincere passion 
for that lovely creature, his daughter, to have done 
him outrage. For her sake, methinks I could submit 
to any wrong that touched not Az^lie." 

" She is a noble girl, and I have seen much of her 
on ^ shipboard," said Don Henrique ; " not to have 
been ruined for any man's love, by her father's mascu- 
line method of educating her, shows that she possesses 
no ordinary mind. Didst thou tell her of thy love }" 

02 
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« Nay — I am a quadroon, and could not insult her," 
he said, bitterly. 

** Thou mighst have told it without shame to her 
or thyself; for methinks I have never met a man bet. 
ter fitted to be worn in a noble maiden's heart than 
thou !" 

" She would have scorned me." 
« Renault," answered Don Henrique, seriously, 
•* from some words that fell from the sorceress, who 
seems to know all things hidden from common eyes, I 
do not believe thee to be a quadroon." 
** Not a quadroon, signor ?" 
"No." 

« Who and what am I, then 1" 
<< I cannot tell. ^ Doubtless she will disclose it to 
thee, as she has promised to reveal, if thou wilt let me 
love thy gentle sister here, who I am," he said, smi- 
ling. 

" Would it could be proved so ! But my mother !" 
"I do not believe she is thy mother." 
" I would, indeed, it could be proven so ; yet I would 
not," he added, " I would not it should be thus ; for I 
should lose this sweet sister then." 

Estelle, whose eager interest in their conversation 
led her slightly to lift the curtain, beheld him then 
tenderly bend over and embrace AzMie, who, with 
Don Henrique, was reclining on gorgeous rugs at his 
feet. She gazed on the group, with a desire to take 
the place in it her heart had chosen. Suddenly, as if 
impelled by an irresistible impulse to obey her wishes, 
she drew aside the hangings, and was in the midst ere 
she well knew it. Don Henrique and Renault both 
sprang to their feet on seeing an intruder enveloped to 
the brow in a Spanish roquelaure, with a broad som* 
hrero flapping over his eyes. But they were both 
without arms, and only gazed upon him with suspicion 
and defiance. 

" Nay, Don Henrique," she said, turning with in- 
stinctive delicacy to the young Spaniard, instead of ad- 
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dressing herself to Renault, << be not alarmed ! I pray 
you both pardon the step ; it has in it your safety." 

She removed the hat and dropped the mantle from 
her shoulders as she spoke, but not before Renault had 
recognised the disguise, and the voice that no disguise 
could hide from his true ear. 

" Senorita Estelle !" exclaimed Don Henrique, on 
beholding her. 

** My deliverer !'* cried Azdlie, flying to her to em- 
brace her feet ; but she prevented her, and caught her 
in her arms. 

Renault stood by silent and sorrowful. Duty and 
honour bade him hide his love, and smother it ere it 
should break out. But she had overhieard the confess, 
ion of his love to Don Henrique. She now saw his 
embarrassment— construed his feelings — read' his in- 
most soul. She lifted her eyes, and they encountered 
his. With a smile she then advanced towards him ; 
and with a graceful dignity of manner, and an open 
frankness, yet modesty of speech that was extraordi- 
nary, said, 

** Noble Renault, I have unawares overheard your 
words in which you confessed your love for the daugh- 
ter of your foe. The time^and circumstances allow no 
disguise, no empty and heartless forms and passages 
of ceremony. If it will make thy brow less sad and 
thy heart lighter, know from my lips that thy love is 
returned — nay, had its birth with thine ! If thou art 
proved, as I trust and believe thou wilt be, one of my 
own race, however lowly- be thy lot in it, my hand 
shall be thine if thou demandest it. But if thou art 
of the race of bondsmen, which Heaven forefend! 
though my heart is and must ever be thine, my bride- 
groom will be the church. Wilt thou receive my love 
on these hard terms, which only as a true and noble 
Spanish maiden it becometh me to ofler, and which, if 
I know thee aright, it beseemeth thee only to accept ?" 
^ Dearest and most noble lady," said Renault, kneel- 
ing at her feet, ** thou hast made me the happiest of 
beings. This ingenuous confession on thy part, which 
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my ignoble condition would never have led me to 
make, shows the greatness of thy mind as well as the 
depth and purity of thy love. Thou hast well under- 
stood me. ^Knowing my degraded birth, never would 
my love for thee have allowed me to forget it. On no 
other terms than those thou hast named should I have 
dared to think of one spotless and noble as thyself.' 
Thou, a Castilian by birth, of a noble race, of far and 
high descent, of unblemished blood, whose rank and 
beauty would command the homage of the highborn 
and noble, thou to speak thus to me ! Lady ! I am at 
once humbled and exalted !" 

She extended her hand, much moved at his words, 
and with reverence and devotion he pressed it to his 
lips. 

**I trust,- Don Henrique," she said, turning to him 
with a becoming embarrassment, *^ that the strangeness 
of our circumstances and situations, added to the un- 
settled state of these times, which may excuse many 
departures from conventional rules, will excuse me in 
your eyes from overstepping the bounds of decorum ?" 

" Nay, Estelle, there needeth no other apology than 
that thy love hath plainly given,*' he said, with a smile. 

■♦* I need not ask from thee wherefore thou hast lin- 
gered here, under plea of being wounded. Sir Cava- 
lier," she retorted, glancing her eyes from himself to 
Azdlie, who betrayed so much ingenuous confusion at 
her significant words, that Estelle, afler admiring her 
a moment, suddenly changed the current of ideas by 
(Baying fi^ruptly, yet playfully, to Renault, 

" Think not, signer, I came hither to declare my 
love to thee \ 'Twas but the overhearing of thine own 
confession that drew mine from me. I came hither 
to rescue thee euid thine : now our conversation takes 
a serious turn ! 'Twere madness to wait here for the 
trial. My father hath the wills of the members of the 
cabildo in his own hands ; they are his creatures ! It 
therefore matters nothing whether he be its president 
or not. It is a hard saying for the daughter of a 
dearly-loved father, but he will have you condemned ! 
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Your &te is sealed in his heart ! To wait, therefore^ 
is to sacrifice yourselves. Fly !" 

" We are prisoners and unarmed, dearest lady," 
said Renault ; '* flight were impossible." 

" I have here the means. The password of your 
guard is, must I say it to thee ? * Death to Osma's 
foes !' This signet will open every barrier between 
you and liberty." 

<* Fair Estelle," said Don Henrique, afler seeing 
from Renault's face that his opinion was the same with 
his own, *< this plan may be feasible, yet it is attended 
with great danger. Gratitude is due to you for this 
self-sacrifice, and imminent risk on your part to pro- 
pose and offer it. To be retaken would be certain 
ruin and death ; while it would appear to the world 
like guilt, the consciousness of justly being in bondage 
to him, and he would make use of it to the degradation 
of his victims and the enlargement of his own tri- 
umph. Besides — and I have great fidth in her — ^thia 
Moorish sorceress, who has so much power over thy 
father, has given us hopes that the trial will result to 
the honour of one party and the disgrace of the other." 

" That is my father ! This, I must tell you, is what 
I fear. It is this that would lead me to aid the escape 
of both, that whatever evil this dreadful woman hath 
ready to pour upon his head may be averted — " 

** And fall upon the heads of Renault and Azelie," 
said Don Henrique, with bitter reproof. 

" Oh, whither — how shall I turn ? 'Twill wring my 
soul either way," she cried, with anguish. << Aid me, 
Don Henrique !" 

" Let things take their course. Thou hast confess, 
ed thy interest in Renault. Hast thou not, then, a 
hope depending on this very trial — a proof to be sub- 
stantiated? Let events flow on; but let us prepare 
for them, and, if it is possible, lessen thy father's power 
to do harm. We look upon thee now as of our own 
party, how much soever thou lovest thy father ; and 
thou mayst serve us and thyself with no more treason 
to him than virtue will forgive. To his cabinet thou 
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hast free access at all hours. The parchment of man- 
umissioQ which he now holds must be obtained, and 
placed in Renault's possession." 

" It will not avail, signer. He will yet call on the 
trial, and demand judgment on his own oral claim." 

*^ Be it so. Such a decision will be unjust and with, 
out law, and Renault and Azdlie will have the sympathy 
of the people on their side. A decision supported by 
the parchment would meet, notwithstanding the popu- 
larity of Renault, with their passive acquiescence." 

^ It shall be done," said Estelle, firmly, after a mo- 
ment's reflection, during which she underwent a keen 
and trying conflict between her filial duty and her love 
for Renault. 

She left them after saying this,- and in half an hour 
afterward the fatal parchment was. in the possession of 
Renault. 

During the interval befbre the morning of St. Mi- 
chael's Day, the brother and sister remained impris- 
oned and undisturbed in their owa dwelling, with, un- 
known to all save themselves, the society of Don Hen- 
rique, who had determined to appear at the trial, and 
to support his loved Azdlie in the ordeal through which 
she had to pass. The sorceress, even up to the morn- 
ing of the sixth day, did not again ma&e her appearance, 
and their faith In her began to give way to doubts and 
distressing fears. From Estelle, who visited them 
nightly, disguised as she had been at first, they learned 
that the Moor, by the direction, as they afterward un- 
derstood, of the sorceress, had reported to her fiither 
the death of Don Henrique in prison, at which he ex- 
pressed a degree of joy that surprised her, until Don 
Henrique, with as much forbearance as the subject 
would admit of, related to her the cause of his dis- 
pleasure against him. While from the Moor, who had 
become friendly and secretly attentive to their comfort, 
they learned that the Count of Osma had ordered him, 
without expressing a desire to see it, to leave the body 
of his rival in the dungeon where he supposed him to 
have perished; to wall up the door, cover the trapdoor 
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^bove with a pavement, and otherwise concealing all 
traces and signs of a subterranean vault, convert his 
prison into his tomb. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

SCENBS ON ST. MICHAEL'S SVE. 



ScBNB First. 

Osma and the Assassin. 

It had just fiiUen dark on the eve of St. Michael 
when the Count of Qsma left his cabinet; and, after 
cautiously guarding against observation, entered the 
faiutly-illuminated anteroom, where, stretched upon 
his pallet, Rascas still lay, weak and in pain, yet hour, 
ly convalescing under the daily application of the heal- 
ing unguent of the sorceress. 

<<How fares it with thee?" he asked, closing the 
door and approaching the pillow. 

" III at ease, my lord, ill at ease. Is to-morrow 
St. Michael's ?" 

'< It is, and seems as it would never come for my 
impatience. Bach hour I am deprived of my charm- 
ing quadroons is a loss of bliss no future time can re- 
store. Had I not given my knightly word to this hag, 
and that the trial is in all men's mouths, I would, ere 
now, have put an end to this mummery. I trust thou 
wilt be afoot again soon, man." 

<<The day after the morrow will be the seventh 
day !" murmured the wounded man. " If she fail me !" 

" What is this thou art muttering within thy lips- 
prayers? Be not so pious withal; thou art not so 
near death &s thou fearest. By the rood, I would not 
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SO readily lose thee ! I have e'en now need of thy aid, 
and have come hither to bid thee point out to me some 
trusty villain of thy comrades who may take thy place 
till thou art on thy legs again. I would have his ser- 
vice this night." 

** I do know of none save Paul Oarra, and I think 
he hath of late taken to the lakes." 

" Canst thou call to mind none other ?" 

<< Not a man, my lord, who hath a true hand and 
eye ; not one that can strike the steel home at a blow." 

" Out upon thee, villain ! Thou art so full of ini- 
quity, that thou canst talk of nothing but foul murders. 
If men say ^ steel,' thou dost fancy it sheathed in a 
man's ribs. I want no blood-service to-night. Some 
one hath purloined from my escritoir the parchment 
of manumission on which I would base my claim upon 
this Renault and his sister. I believe it to be the han- 
diwork of my daughter. But if I can bring about 
what I have in contemplation, this theft shall be turn- 
ed to good account, eind whoever took it will pray the 
saints they had lefl it. Knowest thou this outlaw, Jules 
Carondcy who made havoc of my men.at-arm% and 
since lieth sorely wounded in some place without the 
town?" 

*' I know him, my lord. He hath lost a hand in 
the affiray, and hath become savage as a wounded lion." 

" I would find him. Direct me to his den." 

** Wilt thou go thyself?" 

'< Thou canst find me no one else. Sulem, of late, 
I have begun to suspect of treachery, which, if I make 
clear, he shall answer for with his head ere sunset to- 
morrow. Give me the direction to find this Caronde* 
I will see him in person." 

^ Afler issuing from the Pontchartrain gate, ride 
forward a quarter of a league, and take the first left- 
hand path that ofiers through the forest. Ck)ntinue 
along the by-road until you come to a rivulet, which 
follow a few hundred yards to its outlet in a small 
mere. On the shore of this mere, upon a small prom- 
ontory, you will discover a dilapidated square tower. 
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Ride to its gate, and in a tree that branches ahcnre it 
you will find, hanging within reaoh of a horseman's 
hand, a chasseur's horn. Sound this sharply twice. 
You will then be admitted." 

** Thou hast given it plainly, good Rascas. Adieu. 
I ccunmend thee to sleep in my absence." 



SCENE SECOND. 

Gohin and Baviedo, 

The Count of Osma left the gloomy apartment of 
the invalid. A few moments afterward, a horseman, 
disguised so as to defeat the closest scrutiny, rode forth 
Arom the palace yard, and galloped in the direction of 
the eastern gate. He soon arrived in sight of the 
barrier, and, answering the distant challenge of the 
sentinel, rode up, and was about to demand to see the 
officer of the guard, when a noise of clamorous voices 
without the gate, in altercation with the soldier within, 
both surprised him and excited his curiosity. He lis- 
tened an instant, and thought he detected the voice of 
Boviedo, his disgraced trumpeter. 

**By the valour of an Aragonese trumpeter! by 
the fear of an Aragonese knock o' the head wi' an 
Aragonese fist, let me in, thou coward ! Dost thou 
iear two men will take thy city, that thou guardest the 
gate o't so closely? Wilt thou keep two cavaliers 
standing without to be scalped by the heathenish salva-. 
ges ? Let down thy bars and admit us, thou son of a 
Philistine's daughter." 

<<Thou mayst hammer with thy tongue till day- 
dawn, Signor Boviedo, All men know the governor 
hath disgraced thee fbr sufiering thyself to be discom- 
fited with the loss of horse and colours," replied the 
soldier. *^ Get in as thou didst get out." 

^ I did get out when the gates were open for the 
soldiers to go forth to gather the dead slain by the 

Vol. II.— P 
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enemy. Touching my disgrace, it hath heen wiped 
away, inasmuch as I have won another steed at the 
sword's point." 

" Thy sword's point should be stuck i' thy throat 
for that lie," said a harsh voice, which the count recog- 
nised as Grobin's ; *^ he got him grazing i' the field af* 
ter the fight, gossip o' the inside there ; and he caught 
him only by climbing a tree, and letting himself down 
upon his iMu^k, to keep clear of his heels and teeth. 
Marry come up ! he did win him like a true man." 

** Friend Gobin, dost thou vilify thy friend, that hath 
escaped with thee from yonder heathenish salvages, 
that would ha' made broth o' our bones ?" said Boviedo, 
in an under tone. " Let me lie, so I but get in at the 
gate by it, and hold thy peace. When I get restored, 
to mine office again, I will remember thee." 

*^ Let gossip Boviedo in, cousin," said Gobin, aloud, 
^ and he will teach thee marvels ! He will tell thee 
the art o' lying till thou art black i' the iace, and then 
lying thyself white again ! He will prove to thee how 
that a soldier's valour lieth in his wind, and he of the 
king's army who is the most valiant is his trumpeter. 
Then playing thee a tune for an ensample o' his own 
wind, marry ! will he make* thee believe h^ is the most 
valorous man in Spain ! But bid him defend himself 
wi' his sword, and he will cry peccavi, and show thee 
naught but an arrant Aragonese coward hath been 
this braggadocio." 

" Ho, signer ! what is this uproar ?" demanded 
Osma of the captain of the post, who now made his 
appearance from the guardroom. 

" I know not, my lord," answered the officer, instant- 
ly by the voice recognising the^commander-in*chief; 
*^ 'tis but some idle conference with some paysans with- 
out and my soldiers." 

^'See if there be more than two, and, if not, admit 
them." 

The officer surveyed them through a slide in the 
side of the gate, and then, turning to the chief, said, 

<< There be but two men, signer, both mounted upon 
one steed." 
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** Dost thou know either of them ?" 

<< One is the trumpeter Boviedo, and the other, by 
his motley dress, is the naturall have seen in the town. ' 

"Let them in." 

The gate was immediately thrown open, and Bovie- 
do and Grohin, hoth mounted astride a sorry-looking 
animal, were admitted within the barrier. 

" How now, sirrah ! what means this mummery?" 
demanded Osma of his quondam trumpetoPy with more 
of a smile than a frown. 

" High and mighty excellency," answered Boviedo, 
who had evidently lost both fat and wind in his exile 
from the presence of his master, whose presence he 
now hailed with the proud confidence of one who has 
achieved a praiseworthy deed, and feels satisfied with 
his own conduct, ^* it was by thy just displeasure that I 
was dismissed from thy service, until I had recovered 
by mine own valour a steed for that of which I was 
so feloniously despoiled. Behold me mounted upon a 
charger won by mine own prowess from the enemy ! 
Lo ! this saddle ! is it not of the fashion of the couT' 
reur du hois ? Lo ! this bridle of hide ! is it not like 
the bridle of the enemy ? Dost thou not see the evil 
eye and hang-dog look of the animal himself? Doth 
he not bear himself as if he knew he were i' the pres- 
ence of the governor his master hath rebelled against?" 

<< What is the end of this, sirrah ?" demanded the 
count. 

'^The end o' it, cousin Spain, should be hemp ! He 
hath stolen a horse, and sweareth he hath won him. 
He deserveth hanging, and, were I thou, gossip, I'd 
bid these knaves here, with harquebuses to their shoul- 
ders, swing him to the gate-arch. He hath been l3dng 
all his life, an' it were a mercy to let him hang i' his 
death." 

"Thou art a merry knave," said the governor; 
"and, now it bethinks me, I have somewhat against 
thee. Didst thou not take service with me, and the 
next day run away ?" 

" I did fear, if I stayed with thee longer, thou 
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wouldst discover my wisdom, and think me a council-' 
lor in disguise, and so have me tried and shot." 

** Thou art a shrewd knave, Perez," he said to the 
officer of the guard, <* place this jester under gentle 
arrest until morning, and then give him his liberty. I 
am going forth a while, and his knowledge of my ab- 
sence may work mischief. Boviedo, remain thoij in 
the guardhouse till morning, and then go to the pal- 
ace and be reinstated in thy office ! Let me forth, 
capitano, and see that no one passes either out or in, on 
any pretence, during my absence. Gk)od.evening to 
thee, fair jester. It grieves me to put thee under 
guard, but Perez hath both wine and viands to amuse 
thee withal, though, by'r lady ! I doubt much if thou 
wilt find here gold or silver flagon to purloin." 

With this quiet allusion to Gobin's former peccadil- 
loes, the count sallied from the gate, and, putting 
6purs to his horse, was soon riding at a round rate in 
tne direction of the forest. 



ScENB Third. 
Osma and the Chasseur Chief. 

Bt the open window of a large vaulted apartment, 
situated in a lonely tower by the water-side, and on the 
same eve of St. Michael, leaned a tall, graceful young 
man, who had risen from a pallet that stood near. He 
was remarkable for the symmetry of his figure, and, 
notwithstanding a languor pervaded his whole person, 
also for the elegance and flexile ease of every motion 
of his limbs. His hair was black as the raven's wing ; 
his eyes were large and equally black ; while his com- 
plexion was remarkable for the brilliancy of the red 
that mingled with and redeemed the natural bro^rn of 
his skin. 

His features, lighted by an iron lamp that stood near 
him, on a projection of the rough stone wall against 
which he leaned, were aquiline and singularly regular 
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in their contour. They were noble in their shape aihd 
outline, but their expression, which marks the man 
more than the features upon which it is called up, was 
decidedly low and sensual, as if the mind that govern- 
ed the face was base and wicked, and the soul that il- 

^ lumined it was subtle and suspicious, crafty and design- 
ing. They now wore a look of physical pain, rage, 
and deep mortification. One arm was suspended in a 
sling against his breast, while with the other he sup* 
ported himself as if from bodily weakness. He was 
looking forth upon the water, which reflected a thou- 
sand stars in its sable mirror, seemingly another Heav* 
en. His thoughts were not in the scene ; they were 
ferociously brooding upon the misery of his own con- 
dition, planning vengeance smd bloody retribution. 
Suddenly the sound of a horse galloping rapidly along 
the shore caused him to start, and instantly change 
his position so as to command the approach to the tow-, 
er. Through the gloom he caught a glimpse of a man 
on horseback, riding at full speed towards the portal, 
but the next moment lost sight of him behind an angle 
of the building. 

" If this be that false traitor De Thoyras, come to 
laugh again at my mutUated limb, while he bids me 
rise and draw sword to recover Az<blie from the Span- 
iard, by the blood of St. Stephen ! he shall die on the 
threshold. It is not enough for him that he hath left 
me here with two miserable slaves, and, at the head of 
my band, gone playing the traitor by siding with this 
Ethiopian Renault ! What excuse is it that he is only 
uniting against this Osma ? I would rather be sworn 
brother with Osma against the haughty and insufferable 
quadroon-slave, than side with him were his sister to 
be the price of my alliance ! There sounds the horn ! 
If it be he, he shall die ere he can deliver the first sen- 

i tence. I have yet a hand remaining that can send a 
bullet to a traitor's heart." 

Thus speaking, he took up (with his left hand) a 
pistol that lay near, and, cocking it with his teeth, stood 
with his eye fixed upon the entrance to the hally and 

P2 
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thus awaitdd the approach of the visiter, whom he had 
commanded his servant to admit. He saw at a glance 
that the stranger, whose foce was concealed by the Ml" 
ing front of his hat, was not De Thoyras. To the hestu 
ing and height of the intruder, he perceived also ^at 
he was wholly a stranger. Without changing his hos^ 
tjie attitude nevertheless, he waited his advance to the 
middle of the apartment in silence ; and then, in a 
stern and menacing tone, demanded his business. 

** If thou art the young Marquis Caronde,'* einswered 
^ Count of Osma, firmly, and in a tone to invite c<xi- 
fidence, " my business lies with thee.** 

" Deliver thy words speedily and begone, for I would 
be left alone," answered the young man morosely, nay, 
savagely, as if his whole soul was imbittered against 
his felloW'men on account of his degrading dismenK 
berment. 

" I pray thee, noble sir, listen to me with patience," 
said the count, in a bland and soothing tone of voice ; 
** I know of thy sad loss, and — '* 

" May thy tongue be torn from thy throat by the foul 
fiend ! Hast thou come hither to cast it into ray teeth !" 

** Nay, pardon my inadvertence ; I would discourse 
with thee on a matter touching thine own interest, and, 
as I well know, thy revenge /'* 

« Out with it," cried Caronde, impatiently. 

•* Wouldst thou have in thy power the man who—** 
and the count completed his sentence with a glance at 
his arm. 

** Would I T am I not human ? Askest thou would 
I ? Ha, ha, ha !** and he gave so demoniacal a laugh 
&at the count stepped back appalled, and the old tower 
echoed with it, as if a legion of imps were mocking 
and deriding. 

" I will give thee thy wish !*' 

« How r* 

"Which dost thou love to gratify most, thy ven- 
geance or thy passion ?'* 

" Vengeance; isuch as I meditate on the accursed 
riare w&o teith done- thiil-^fti^/" and he t02^ his arm 
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from its sliAg, and thrust thd xhotilated stamp h^<he 
the eyes of the count ; " who hath thus ntaimed a €a. 
ronde, swallows up all other feetiifigs," he answered, 
with a deep and settled implaoability of revenge that 
Was^ horrible to Conteitoplate^ while it showed how 
keenly he felt his c<Midition. i 

" Thou hast loved the sister of thy enemy," asserted, 
rather than asked, the count, venturing wi^ caution, 
but yet with boldness, upon his subject. 

** Laved her ! Yes, if that be love which begot ha- 
tred, wluch makes the sister the instrument of revenge, 
and, through her in&my,- makes the barb of that hatred 
triple-edged, and dipped in pois<m for the brother's 
sod ! If iim be love, then Jules Caronde loved the 
haughty sister of the quadroon Renault," he said, with 
d laugh of derision. 

Osma looked upon him with Wonder while giving 
utterance to these sentiments, and confessed in his 
heart that he had found a rival in wickedness. He 
seemed now i^ly to understand with whom he had to 
do ; and, a degree of kindred feeling inspiring him, he 
pursued with kss embarrassment the object for which 
he had sought the interview. 

" This is as I would have it !" he said to himselft^ 
reflectingly, but so loUd as to be heard by the other. 

" And who art thou that wouldst have things so 1**^ 
demanded Jules, scornfully and haughtily. "Thou* 
shouldst be a Spaniard by thy complexion and carriage.'' 

" Answer me first, Signer Marquis, one question, and 
I will tell thee who I am. Wilt thou resign all daiia 
to the affections of this Az^lie for a price !" 

"Am I a slave-merchant T' he fiercely demanded ; 
« if I am poor, yet am I noble ! By the bright heavttv 
there is a price I would sell her for, soul and body— ^ 

" And that price is — " 

'« The quadroon Renault !" 

« He is thine V 

" Who art thou, that darest to kindle a hope thou 
mayst not have the powet to feed with the fuel of 
revenge V* 
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** I am Grarcia of Osma !" answered the count, re- 
moving his sombrero, and throwing back the folds of 
his mantle from his breast* 

^I did half suspect that thou wert he !" said Jules, 
surveying him with surprise and curiosity. " There 
is then no mystery between us. Azelie, rumour hath 
it, is to be tried on the morrow for her liberty. Had 
I the parchments that thou hast obtained £rom that fe- 
male fiend Ninine, she had been my slave and mis- 
tress ere this. I need not doubt, Sir Count, what will 
be the result of the trial. Yet thy possession of the 
sister will not place the brother in my hands — Hands ? 
demon incamif does my own false tongue mock m^?" 

<' Renault is my prisoner, in keeping for the trial !" 
observed the count, with a smile. 

** Thine — thy prisoner ?" interrogated Caronde, with 
the most eager interest. 

'< Under a close guard with the beautiful Azdlie. 
Both are my prisoners." 

'< Thou hast blessed me, count, with these tidings. 
Azdlie is thine so thou give me the brother !" 

" He shall be placed in thy ha — I would say in thy 
power to-morrow, in the presence of the tribunal that 
transfers his sister to mine." 

The young man looked an instant into the count's 
face with suspicion, to discover if his allusion to his 
lost hand had been only accidental, and, being apparent- 
ly satisfied that it was, he said, 

" Wouldst thou have me appear there, signer, to be 
the butt of scornful laughter, of finger-pointing, and 
nodding heads ?" 

**.I have lost, in a most mysterious manner, noUe 
marquis, the parchment which you heard that I receiv- 
ed from the quadroone-mother — " 

" Lost it ! Then are they both my slaves by right of 
inheritance," he cried, with sudden exultation. " Ven- 
geance will be doubly mine." 

" Nay, Signer Marquk," interrupted Osma, with cut- 
ting coolness, « they are, nevertheless, in my power, 
not in thine ! Thou canst have revenge of neither but 
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by my will. I am pleased to see that thou dost con-^ 
sider my words with patience. In desiring the pos- 
session of Azdiie, thou hast only Renault's pride and 
arrogance to humble ! Am I right ?" 

''My passion for her had its birth in no other feeU 
ing." 

** And this would be gratified by degrading the sis- 
ter, whom the brother, as well as her own ambition^ 
has elevated above her condition, scorning for her all 
beneath honourable and wedded love. Is it not so I** 

« It is." 

** Then, if this degradation be effected," pursued the 
count, '' and Renault thereby humbled, it will matter 
little to thee who is the instrument of it. I swear to 
thee thou shalt have thy desire in the result. Wilt 
thou give me the sister for the brother ?" 

'' Hast thou not said that thou hast her already, Sir 
Count, as well as the brother ? Wherefore do you put 
an empty question to me ?" ^ 

" It hath this end," answered Osma, coming closer 
to him; ''the loss of the parchment leaves me no 
ground for claiming them as my slaves, save by an 
open act of power and will. This I do not Wish to 
exercise in the present state of popular feeling, if I 
may bring it about otherwise. Without doubt, Signer 
Marquis, the title rests in you from the neglect of your 
noble father to record the manumission. It is through 
yourself, therefore, that I would have the title come to 
me." 

" Barest thou insult me. Sir Count of Osma, with the 
proposition to use me as a tool of thy lust ?" 

'* Am I not made a tool of thy vengeance ?" demand* 
ed the wily Spaniard. 

"Be it so," answered Jules, after a moment's gaze 
at the collected face of the count ; " and here is my 
•^—Sceleret ! the incarnate fiend hath my tongue," he 
cried, with a torrent of fearful execrations, hastily 
withdrawing the mutilated stump, which he had invol- 
untarily and impulsively extended to seal the compact. 

The Count of Obma smiled with malicious pleasure. 
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Then, sa3dng that he would immediately despatch a 
party of horse to escort him to the city and to his 
palace before* midnight, he took his leave of the young 
man, and was soon galloping with an exulting spirit 
on his return to the town. 

If Jules Caronde had entertained any other feelings 
than those of deadly revenge against him who had so 
terribly mutilated him, a revenge grafted upon years 
of previous hatred, he would have borne himself with 
the hostile bearing of an enemy towards the new 
governor on discovering him in the person of his visit- 
er ; or, in promising to enter the city, and place him- 
jselt in his power after the slaughter of his ambassa- 
dor and his body-guard, he would, at least, have ap- 
prehended treachery and retribution. But he had no 
room for any emotion or thought but that which so 
completely filled his dark and bitter souU 



Scene Fourth. 

The Catnanchee Prince and Coitrreur Chef. 

About the same time that Jules Caronde rose from 
his restless pallet to gaze from the window upon the 
quiet lake, so contrasted in its stillness and repose to 
the unquiet of his own bosom, a young man made his 
appearance in a turret upon the outer wall of the 
^ island-fortress of the courreurs du hois^ which was sit. 
uated a league to the north of the lonely tower of 
the chasseur chief, in the centre of a broader link of 
the same chain of lagoons. His glance was directed 
towards the northern outlet of the lake, which, through 
a succession of others, ultimately gave egress into tne 
Mississippi many leagues distant. He listened as if 
he expected to hear distant sounds from the water» 
and, with a night-telescope, surveyed, long and in- 
tensely, the lengSiened *^ reach" beyond him. A sound 
at .length arrested his ear. He listened doubtfuUy 
a while, and then spoke to a sentinelnear* 
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** Didst thou not hear a sound, like the dashing of 
paddles, or the steady rush of barges through the 
water ?" 

. " I have heard it often to-night, Sieur De Thoyras,** 
answered the man; "it is the evening wind bending 
. the tops of the forest trees on the main as it passes ' 
over them. There, it ripples along the smooth wat^r ; 
and now I feel it !" 

" You are right, Leroy !" answered the young man, 
with a tone of disappointment, as the wind blew his 
locks about his cheeks. 

At this moment Charleval joined him. 

" If you look up the lake until dawn, De Thoyras, 
. you will not see your allies. A thousand Camanchee 
mounted warriors will scarce row when they can 
ride." 

''The same pirogues that will take them to this 
side, will .easily enter the inlet to the first of the chain 
of lakes, and so reach us with less distance. It is 
twenty leagues farther by the shores ; and, as the run- 
ner Lassatchee, on his return, bade us look for them to- 
night, they will, to get here in time, take water. If 
they disappoint us, we must be sacrificed along with 
Renault to-morrow, or rescue him." 

'' Did I not tell thee I had once seen this noble Ca- 
manchee chief, and also the young prince his son," ob- 
served Chdrleval. ''Mark me! He will not dlsap. 
point us ! When, three years ago, he heard that the 
Count of Osma had arrived to govern the province 
under Spain, he came from his fastnesses, accompanied 
by several of his chiefs and by his son, a princely 
youth, and in the most distinct terms offered his ser- 
vices against the Spaniard should he again return. 
Since that period he has kept himself in readiness to 
obey our call. From some cause, hostility to Spain 
is deeply rooted in his breast. He will not disappoint 
us. Lassatchee reports that he received the message 
of the arrival of the Spaniards with a kindling eye ; 
and, forthwith gathering his warriors, bade him re- 
turn, and say £at he would not be long behind him. 
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When they came here before it was by land, swim- 
ming the river on horseback. The Camancheey like the 
Arab of the desert, is ever in the saddle, and it will 
not be a slight reason that will induce him to exchange 
his horse for a barge. Listen ! That was a horse's 
neigh from the main land ! Carondelet and Marigny, 
tiiy two penitent freresj De Tboyras, who seek to^ 
atone, by the most vigilant duty now, fpr their folly in 
being led astray by Jules, I have posted on the shore ;^ 
Marigny's bugle will give us the signal of their ap. 
proach." 

** Hark !" cried De Thoyras, catching him by the 
arm. 

'' And there it sounds, the sweetest music ears ever 
listened to," continued Charleval, with gratitude and 
triumph. " Now, Osma, is the day of thy power 
endeci." 

Ere the notes of the glad bugle which was sounded 
from the lemd ceased to float across the lake, Charle- 
val sent back an answering blast that awakened a 
thousand echoes from the wooded shores, and caused 
five hundred hearts within the fortress to bound With 
warlike enthusiasm. 

Instantly the whole island-garrison was in life and 
motion. Charleval, now the chef courreur in Re- 
nault's place, leaving De Thoyras in command, sprang 
into a barge, accompanied by the three remaining 
frires that had followed De Thoyras to Renault's 
standard, and whom he had made his Ueutenants, and 
crossed the lake to the main to meet his allies. 

As he lefl the island, the diminished moon, with tar- 
dy rising, at length appeared above the trees of the 
forest, and, as he approached the shadowy line of the 
shore, beg^ to illumine its recesses and penetrate 
aslant into its glades. Standing upright in his bai^e, 
with his keen gaze fixed on the gloomy banks, he was 
borne towards them with rapid oars. All was stiU 
and motionless along the land ; and, as he came nearer, 
he began to fear his joy was premature, and that 
Marigny had been deceived. At this moment he dis. 
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covered a man on the beach awaiting his landing, and 
with a beating heart he sprang to the shore to meet 
bim. 

** What tidings, Carondelet ? Are they not arrived ?" 

^ Look along the curving edge of the forest, which, 
receding, leaves a wide lawn between it and the lake," 
said the young man, the elegance of whose figure was 
finely set off by the richness of the chasseur costume 
which he wore, conducting him, at the same time, to a 
small mound, upon which grew a gigantic and wide- 
spreading oak. 

** I see nothing." 

** Dost thou hear nothing ?" 

« No." 

" Yet there are more than a thousand mounted war- 
riors lining it. Come with me, Charleval," he added, 
laying his hand lightly upon the wrist of his young 
friend. " Their leader hath just marshalled them there 
in covert, as is the practice of these forest warriors ; 
and now, surrounded by his stately chiefs, awaits your 
coming in yonder spot where the moonlight is falling 
like silver mist upon the sward." 

Charleval followed the poetic Carondelet from Ae 
water, and, crossing the edge of the forest, came sud- 
denly upon the left of a line of savage warriors hid 
within its shades. Passing in silence along their front, 
not without admiration at the barbaric splendour of 
their costume and the fierceness of their aspects, he 
came to a space in the centre of the wood all open to 
the sky, save that a sycamore, towering from the midst, 
flung above its hoary arms, between which the moon 
made its way in many a broken beam of light. Be- 
neath the branches of this tree. Charleval discovered a 
group of savage warriors, plumed and painted, and ar- 
rayed in the gorgeous costumes of the chiefs of the ^ 
Camanchees, to which his eye was familiar. They 
were mounted on fiery horses richly caparisoned ; the 
skins of wild beasts, that constituted their housings, 
dyed scarlet and orange ; while gold and silver oma- 

VoL. II.- ' 
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Taenia Jyrofusely adorned their bridles, stirrups, and 
saddle-bows. 

They were seven in number, armed with battle-axes ; 
and five of them, in addition, carried long-feathered 
spear? in their hands. The latter were drawn up in 
stern silence a few feet in the rear of the remaining 
two, as if they formed a guard of honour to their prince 
rather than constituted a part* of his council. The 
chief himself, distinguished by his noble and kingly 
bearing, as well as the war-eagle's feather that adorn- 
ed the coronet of barbaric gold, was seated in his sad- 
dle, with his face turned towards Charleval, who had 
paused to view his countenance ere he proceeded. 
The light of the moon shone full upon it, and betrayed 
distinctly each lineament, while it, at the same time, 
softened the harsher outlines. It was that of a man 
nearly sixty years of age. The features were noble, 
and he thought of that haughty Castilian character 
which he had observed in Spanish nobles of high birth. 
Benevolence and firmness pleasingly marked the ex- 
pression of his well-shaped mouth, and a smile of great 
sweetness animated his &ce as he slightly turned his 
head to reply to some remark made by the young chief 
at his side, in whom Charleval recognised his son. 
There was a seriousness stamped on his brow by care 
and years till it had assumed the fixed impression of 
sternness, to which the bronzed complexion and the 
warlike garniture of his temples gave additional sever- 
ity. Charleval read in his face the preponderance of 
the more humane and gentle qualities of mankind over 
the savage and vindictive. His carriage was marked 
by an aii of cojinmanding dignity, that became the na- 
tive majesty of his whole person. 

About his neck was a circlet of plain gold, small chains 
of silver, and an imposing and barbarous necklace, 
composed of talons of eagles and the glittering claws 
of beasts of prey : the records of his own personal 
achievements in the savage chase. He wore a sort of 
surcoat without sleeves, made of the glossy skin of the 
panther, bound to his body by a belt of hide fastened with 



ST. Michael's day. - 183 

a rude clasp of virgin gold. His leggins were of orange- 
coloured deer's hide, highly ornamented, with sandals 
of the same, elegantly and tastefully wrought with 
brilliant bead work, and his shirt was of mountain goat- 
skin. Over his shoulders was worn a scarlet mantle 
or ponia^ which fell in graceful folds about his person. 
It was garnished with quills of the porcupine, and bor- 
dered with the long hair of human scalps. His stir- 
rups were of solid gold, and his bridle was plated with 
the same precious metal. In his hand he held a shi- 
ning battle-axe, which, with a broad two-edged dagger 
stuck in his belt, comprised his arms. 

The young chief, his son, was mounted on a black 
horse of great firmness of limb and matchless beauty 
of proportion, whose fiery impatience he could hardly 
restrain, yet governing him with that careless indiffer- 
ence of touch (beneath which is concealed the mastery 
of skill) characteristic of a man to whom the saddle is 
a familiar seat. He was not more than seventeen 
years of age, yet tall and graceful ; shaped like a youth- 
ful Apollo, remarkable for the natural ease of his car- 
riage, and the unstudied grace of all his movements. 
His eye was bright and fearless ; his brow open and in- 
genuous ; and the expression of his face, which was 
dark but handsome, was resolute and fearless. A 
circlet of the plumes of the war-eagle bound his brows, 
ornamented with the beak of the kingly 4)ird placed in 
front, like the visor to a helm. His black hair was 
braided, and hung in long plaits to his saddle, the ends 
tied with gay cords of silver thread and tassels. Over 
his shoulder was thrown the skin of a young buffalo, 
bull ; and on the soft, white texture of the dressed hide, 
which served as an ornamental lining of the shaggy 
hide, and of which he ostentatiously (Jisplayed outward- 
ly as much as could appear, were painted or embla. 
zoned in scarlet colours the battles in which, young as 
he was, he had already distinguished himself. His 
leggins were of the same gay colours ; while gaiter- 
moccasins of exceedingly beautiful workmanship cov- 
ered his feet and legs. His breast was ornamented 



184 THE quadroone; or, 

with gold and silver ornaments, and savage necklaces 
of birds and tiger's claws ; while on his breast hung a 
circular shield made of the skin of the bull's neck, on 
which were blazoned, singularly enough, the crest of 
the house of Osma, as if the young warrior would defy 
the Spanish chief on the morrow by the open appro- 
priation of his own arms. A quiver and a short bow 
were slung at his back ; in^his belt was stuck a long 
dagger; and, like his sire, he carried in his right 
hand a naked battle-axe. Near him stood the young 
chasseur Marigny. 

" Ihuahua ! the young courreur leader is here," 
said Carondelet, advancing, and addressing the elder 
chief. 

" On foot ?" exclaimed the prince, in French, cour- 
teously dismounting with native politeness ; and, throw- 
ing the rein of his horse to his son, he walked forward 
to meet Charleval. 

The young man received him with that warmth of 
grateful feeling which his prompt coming had inspired. 
Then, without losing for him that reverence his age 
and commanding presence, as well as his powerful 
rank challenged, he entered immediately into the sub- 
ject of the alliance. 

"Hast thou seen this Count Osma?" inquired the 
Camanchee warrior, after Charleval had given him, in 
answer to question upon question (as if the minutest 
detail was to him of the deepest moment), a full and 
connected narrative of the circumstances that had 
transpired within his knowledge, from the night of the 
landing of the Spaniards to that moment ; to all of 
which he had listened with stern and wondering atten- 
tion. 

'< I have not seen him, Ihuahua. Yet men say he 
hath a noble countenance, and looks less the villain 
than he is," answered Charleval. 

" Hath he a daughter who is fair and virtuous, said 
you ?" 

" Grentle and lovely above her sex, rumour has it.** 

** 'Tis a pity ; I would it were not so," observed 
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the warrior, with some emotion. " Hath he grown 
gray ?" 

« The count ?" 

" Yes, this cowwi," he repeated, with a strong ironi- 
cal emphasis on the last word. 

" I have not yet seen him, prince !" answered Char- 
leval. 

" Ah ! no — no, thou hast not," he answered, ab- 
fitractedly, and then gave himself up to musing. 

Charleval noticed his manner with surprise ; but, 
not being able to account for it to his satisfaction, en- 
tered into conversation with the young prince, who 
spoke French like a native, until the father should 
rouse himself from his deep thought and again address 
him. Suddenly Ihuahua turned to him and said, in a 
commanding tone, 

"Conduct me to thy fortress ! I would pass the 
night with thee. My warriors shall encamp here on 
the main, and with the dawn be ready to move to- 
wards the town. My son Opelouza will accompany 
me. These chiefs will also remain with my war- 
riors." 

Thus speaking, and giving a few orders to his chief- 
tains in their own martial tongue, the dignified war- 
rior, accompanied by his son, both leaving their horses 
in the charge of their men, followed Charleval to the 
beach, and, entering the boat with him, were rapidly 
borne across the lake to the fortress. 



Scene Fifth. 

The Sorceress and the Quadroone-mother. 

On the same eventful eve of St. Michael, ere yet the 
moon had risen, the beautiful yet wicked quadroone- 
mother sat alone by the trellised casement of her cham- 
ber. The gentle airs from the garden, into which i t 
opened, came to her through the open lattice laden 

Q2 
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with fragrance, and cooled her throbbing temples. 
Her brow was as queenly, her noble black eye as 
large and lustrous, and her dark, majestic, yet volup. 
tuous beauty still as striking as before. Yet thought 
was busy as she leaned musingly upon her arm and 
looked vacantly into the deep blue of the starry heav- 
en. But her thoughts were not in the direction of her 
gaze. She had taiien her seat by the window as twi- 
light stole over the scene, and insensibly became medi- 
tative. Her'thoughts, as at that hour they irresistibly 
will, soon took a sad and serious complexion, and, ere 
she was aware, she found herself acting over again in 
imagination the deeds of her guilty life. 

She had other cause, too, for sad and gloomy rev- 
eries. Renault had cast off the filial reverence which 
had hitherto so distinguished him ; and, though a pris- 
oner in his own house, and daily in her presence, 
treated her with cold and stern indiffereni^e ; within 
the hour she had encountered his silent, reproving, yet 
contemptuous glance as he passed in and out of her 
apartment. Azdlie, too, shuddered at her approach, 
and avoided her. 

Both, indeed, had kept aloof from her during the six 
days of their imprisonment, not only to express there- 
by their feelings at her criminal compact with Osma, 
but to enjoy each other's society sacred from her in- 
trusion. The safety of the concealed Don Henrique, 
as well as the ^privacy of Estelle's disguised visits to 
their little circle, also rendered such retirement neces- 
sary. This neglect, by throwing her upon herself and 
her own resources, naturally produced in her a morose 
and bitter spirit, and at times a melancholy that she 
would gladly have banished. She was a guilty wom- 
an ; and the angel of sadness, which to the good and 
virtuous is the parent of gentle devotion, to the bad 
and vicious becomes the author of guilty fears, that 
fill the remorseful mind with dismal contemplations of 
its present state, and offer it dark and menacing pic- 
tures of the future. As she sat and reflected, her soul 
was filled w^th forebodings she could not sdiake off. 
Thought maddened her. 
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She remembered, with singular distinctness, among 
other reminiscences that forced themselves upon her, 
an event of years long passed, as if it had taken place 
but yesterday. The more she strove to divest her 
mind of this unpleasant current of thought, the more 
perseveringly would it flow on again in the same chan* 
Del, gathering fresh impetus from the temporary diver- 
sion of its course ; till at length, giving way to it, she 
experienced a despairing pleasure in indulging the 
dark and turbid torrent to its full bent. She remem- 
bered the time — ^the hour — ^the place 1 Twenty.three 
years had passed away, yet the whole was written in 
fadeless letters of undying memory upon her mind. 
She was then young — beautiful — a favoured mistress ! 
The Marquis de la Caronde adored her, and lavished 
upon her the wealth of his heart and his hand. The 
Marchioness of Caronde wore only his name. Ninine 
held the ^ords of his will, and governed him as her 
caprice pointed. At length the marchioness became a 
mother, and the marquis, from paternal pride, paid to 
her who had given an heir to his house the respect that 
his love had hitherto denied her. Ninine felt the neg- 
lect and jealousy that now first poisoned her love. 
Thrice she attempted the infant boy's life, and thrice 
the marquis detected, yet forgave her ; for the child 
was not many weeks old ere he yielded himself again 
captive to her fascinations. A fourth time, when the 
boy was half a year old, the shafl w.as aimed at the 
fountain of its nourishment : the subtlest poison that is 
was conveyed to the mother in a rose-bud ! With the 
opening flower, she inhaled the invisible principle of 
death. Like that flower, she faded and soon died. 
But the boy lived. The father's suspicions were 
aroused, and he removed him secretly to a foster- 
mother. Yet his love for the siren who had thrown 
about him her fatal net was stronger than his horror at 
the crime. In vain she set on foot every secret inqui- 
ry. She was unable to discover the infeiit ; and, in a 
few months aflerward, becoming herself a mother, in 
the joy of that event forgot the cause of her disquiet. 
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But ambition soon enthroned itself in her soul. She 
now aspired to the title and estates of the father for her 
illegitimate son. Her hatred to the true heir was again 
revived, and she gave herself no rest, night V)r day, in 
her desire to discover his retreat. At length — for 
what will ,not jealousy, envy, and ambition, united in a 
woman's heart, accomplish ? — when her own boy was 
two years old, she discovered the object of her search, 
now a fine child nearly three years of age. It was 
found by one of her hirelings many leagues in the in« 
terior. She had him secretly brought to her. The 
two boys were wonderfully like each other, both bear- 
ing their father's looks. Hers, being tall for it^ age, 
although nearly a year younger, was equal with the 
other in height. Suddenly this resemblance suggest- 
ed a thought upon which she immediately acted. The 
box of poisoned sweetmeats she had prepared to give 
the child was cast aside, and, drawing it to her, she 
taught it to call her '< Ma." Her own son she sent 
back to the hamlet in his stead, knowing that the mar- 
quis had not seen his child for a year, and would easi- 
ly be deceived by the likeness between the two, while 
the alteration that he would discover when he should 
visit him would be attributed to the natural eflfect of 
time and growth ; and, lest the face of the other should 
betray her, she guardedly kept him out of his sight 
until she could present him without suspicion. At 
length, satisfied, from her. manner (studied to bring 
about this very result, and establish, without farther 
uncertainty, her object), that Ninine would not harm 
him, he sent for the son of the marchioness, now four 
years of age, and received to his arms instead that of 
the quadroone. 

Such was the field oyer which the quadroone-moth- 
er's thoughts ranged as she sat by the window. She 
had often sighed ; but it was because she did not find 
the fulfilment of her ambitious hopes in her son a re- 
ward sufficient to compensate her for her guilt. 

With the embrace with which he received the child, 
the marquis had detected the deception she had put 
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upon him. But he remained silent upon the suhject^ 
though she suspected his knowledge of it even up to 
the day of his death. But, so long as he winked at 
her wickedness, which he did, perhaps, either from fear 
of her poisoning the true heir, or on account of the 
blindness of his attachment to her, she paid no regard 
to his knowledge of it, and, with a feeling of security 
in her guilt, continued to feed ambitious hopes for her 
son ; and thus, until the day of their father's death, 
did these two brothers grow up to manhood, nature 
alone making the just distinction between the base coin 
and that which was of the legitimate ore. 

The thoughts of the quadroone-mother still flowed 
on, downward the tide olf time, and unsparing memo- 
ry again held the mirror of the past to her mental 
gaze. 

She remembered that, fourteen years before, she was 
walking through the slave-mart, when a beautiful fe- 
male child, scarcely three years old, held in the lap of 
a tall, stern woman, arrested her eye ; that, pleased 
with its infantine beauty, she purchased both mother and 
child, and took them to her dwelling. That, at length, 
as the child grew in beauty, she conceived the thought 
of adopting it as her own, and by the refinements of 
education fitting her to be the companion even of 
princes ; so that, through her promised loveliness, 
when her own charms and power should fail, and her 
favour with the marquis be diminished, she might live 
again in her proUg^ej and by her powerful alliance 
hold the consideration and rank her ambition coveted. 
She remembered how the child's mother doted upon 
it ; how she refused to resign it from her own devoted 
care to hers ; and how, fearing her for a secret pow- 
er she possessed over her, mind, she at length gave 
her to drink of an herb, the property of which is to 
drive those who take it to seek self-destruction in the 
water. . - ■" s 

As Ninine recalled the wild shrieks of the woman 
rushing forth at midnight to plunge into the river, they 
seemed to come again with startling distinctness to her 
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ears ; shuddering, she stopped them and hid her eyes, 
as if to shut out from every sense the fearful curse 
upon the murderess with which her victim's last cries 
were mingled. But in vain. The curse was repeated 
sterner and closer to her ear, as uttered hy a living 
voice. She looked up. 'Twas not imagination ! 

// was real! The murdered woman stood before 
her, and a deep and solemn curse, thrice repeated, as 
she heard it fourteen years before, fell from her lips. 
The murderess gazed upon this appearance from the 
dead with mortal horror in her glazed stare, with parted 
lips, and with the fixed and rigid immobility of stone. 

The sorceress stood contemplating her a moment 
with a steady look of contempt, and a triumphant 
smile in her eyes, which showed it to be a moment of 
the most gratifying exultation to her. At length she 
spoke : 

" Woman, dost thou remember me ?" 

Ninine slowly brought her hands together, and 
clasped the fingers supplicatingly ; then sinking to her 
knees with a pallid countenance, in which awe, and 
fear, and remorse were blended, twice in vain essayed 
to move her bloodless lips in reply. 

" What hast thou done with her I left with thee ?" 
demanded the sorceress, in a stern voice. > 

" She — she is — is here !" faintly articulated Ninine. 
« She is thine !" 

"Thou wicjced woman ! I know thy guilt and thy 
acts of iniquity, and have watched over the child thou 
wouldst have made the victim oCthy ambitious heart! 
Repent thee of thy crimes, for thy hour is near !" 

" Mercy, mercy, dread being !" 

"Didst thou remember mercy when the maiden 
pleaded to thee ?" demanded the sorceress, with repro- 
ving sternness. ' 

" Mercy, mercy ! thou spirit of unother world !" she 
repeated, with unsubdued terror. 

" Be thou in the hall of trial on the morrow to an- 
swer truly what may be required of thee, and thou 
xnayst have space for repentance/' 
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" I will answer even to my own hurt, if thou wilt give 
me hope of mercy in Heaven !" 

" Mercy in Heaven ask thy priests for,'* she an- 
swered, derisively. " Mercy on earth I alone promise 
thee." 

" This will give me space for obtaining Heaven's ; I 
will obey thee." 

" Know that thou art there to assert thine own dis- 
honour. Wilt thou go ?" 

" I will." 

*' To publish thine own infamy ! Wilt thou go ?" 

** I will, dread being !" 

" Then farewell till we meet in the Judgment Hall." 

With tjds parting salutation, spoken in a warning 
tone of voice, the sorceress disappeared as suddenly as 
she had appeared, and left the quadroone-mother to re- 
flect upon an event which, to her guilty and supersti- 
tious soul, seemed to have been directed by the anger of 
an avenging Heaven, and portended sudden and just ret- 
ribution. That she had seen an inhabitant of the 
world of spirits was the deep and abiding impression 
upon her mind, already by its previous train of thought 
fully open to the reception of supernatural influences. 



CHAPTER XV. 

ST. Michael's day. — scene in the judgment hall* 

The sun rose on the morning of St. Michael's day 
with unclouded splendour, kindling a thousand steel 
points that bristled in the Place d'Armes, and dying 
with deeper red the crimson banners of Spain, which, 
bordered with gold, and gay with silken fringes, flaunted 
above the heads of squadrons of cuirassiers and lan- 
cers, and long lines of heavy men-at-arms. The 
whole Spanish forfce weis under arms, and in battle 
array before the hall of council. The Count of Osma, 
in the magnificent uniform of commanding-general, 
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mounted on his sable warhorse, and accompanied ,by 
all his staff and aids save Montejo, rode along their 
line with a proud eye and triumphant bearing. It 
was near the hour for the sitting of the tribunal ; and, 
as he galloped across the Place d'Armes, reviewing 
his troops with the pride of a soldier, he was weighing 
in his mind the chances of an attack upon them from 
the citizens, who, as the time of the trial approached, 
began to evince a deep and ominous feeling of sympa^ 
thy for the prisoners, which he felt was not to be slight, 
ed. 

All the streets of the city seemed to have disgorged 
their throngs into the square. It was on every side 
surrounded with a dense multitude of citizens waiting 
the hour of trial, and only kept back from the council- 
chamber by the presence of the miUtary, and a strong 
guard placed at every avenue of approach. It was Os- 
ma's hour of triumph. The calm and settled vindic- 
tiveness of his looks betrayed his consciousness that he 
.held his own judgment in his own hands, while the 
scorn with which he surveyed the imposing display he 
had made for the trial told that he felt it was to be but 
a masquerade of justice, and that he looked upon the 
whole as an amusing pageant, to which he had consent- 
ed to gratify his vanity and manifest his power, while 
it should make more signal and public the degradation 
and infamy both of Renault and Az^lie. 

At ten o'clock the roar of artillery announced the 
opening of the tribunal ; and Osma, with his aids and 
chief officers, dismounting from their horses, entered 
the government-house and ascended to the Hall of 
Ck>uncil. With a haughty port, he preceded them 
through files of men.at-arms ; and, entering the cham- 
ber of the tribunal by a side door, advanced towards 
the forum where sat the s|x judges in their sable robes 
and badges of office. He took a seat upon a sort of 
state chair on the right of it, yet so much lower that 
he seemed rather a spectator than an actor in the com^ 
ing scene. The Moor stood like a statue behind him, 
and Estelle, with anxious solicitude, trembling between 
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hope and fear, sat by his side. In a few ipoments af« 
ter he was seated, the wide doors of the hall were 
thrown open, and the populace, r,ushij!lg in, soon filled 
the vast chamber to overflowing. 

Reggio, the alfarez real, and one of the members of 
the cabildo^ was its president. After a deep and expect- 
ant silence had prevailed over the hall for a few seconds^ 
he rose, and proclaiming, in a loud voice, the object of 
the extraordinary sitting of the tribunal, commanded 
the accuser to stand forth and be confronted with the 
accused. 

The Count of Osma rose from his chair with a deri- 
sive smile of conscious power, and was about to ad- 
vance to the front of the tribunal, when his glance rest- 
ed on the advancing figure of the sorceress, who, with 
her eyes flxed upon him, was making her rapid way 
across the space between the tribunal and the door in 
the direction of the spot where he stood. . Before he 
could give utterance to any command in relation to her, 
she was already at his side, and had whispered in hii^ 
ear, in a low tone, 

" There be two Indian warriors without, a chief and 
his son, accompanied by a young man, who would wit- 
ness the trial, an' it please my Lord of Osma," she said, 
rather imperatively than as if seeking a favour. 

" Let them enter and stand near the forum," he an- 
swered, in a loud voice. " This is no private matter ; 
'tis not the flr^t trial on record a master hath had to 
prove hi& right to his own slaves. Know, citizens, I 
have consented to this from my love of justice and re- 
spect for the laws." 

In a few seconds she reappeared, .conducting the 
stately warrior Ihuahua, the prince his son, and Char- 
leval, who, save a sword at his side,'was in the dress of 
a Creole citizen. When the emotion excited by the 
sudden appearance of this party had subsided, and they 
had taken a place near the tribunal opposite to Osma, 
Reggio again called upon the accuser and accused to 
stand before the forum. Osma, with dignified ease, ad- 
vanced in front of the judgment seat, the eye of the 
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warrior chief the while fixed upon him with an eagle- 
like and searching glance. At the same instant^ from 
one of the long Venetian windows that opened upon the 
corridor, guarded by a file of Spanish soldiers, appeared 
Renault, with Azelie supported upon his arm. His car- 
riage was haughty and calm, and as he met the eye of 
Osma his own flashed back defiance. Azelie was pale, 
yet firm ; and from the serene yet devotional aspect of 
her countenance, and the repose of her manner, it 
would seem she had a hope to sustain her above despair 
even in that fearful hour. After a moment's silence, 
the judge, turning, to the count, asked, 

<<Dost thou claim the prisoners here ariraigned as 
thy slaves ?" 

" I do," answered he, boldly. , 

" On what legal ground ?" demanded Reggio, look- 
ing at the people while he spoke rather than at the 
count, as if he was willing that they should see how 
bold justice could be, even with so high a party at its 
bar. 

" On that of a deed of manumission, signors, given 
to their mother by the Marquis of Caronde, which, not 
being recorded in the public archives, but placed by 
him instead in the freed woman's hands who had been 
his slave, gave her the power over her own liberty and 
that of her issue. This parchment has been transfer- 
red to me by -the mother, and with it the surrender of 
her own freedom and that of her children." 

Renault smiled* haughtily while the count was speak- 
ing, who, on his part, witii malicious pleasure, secretly 
marked his confident demeanour, supposing it to be 
grounded on his knowledge of the loss of the parch- 
ment to which he alluded, only the lower to sink, his 
hopes when he should find the equivalent resource he 
had at command. 

" Produce this instrument, my lord," said Reggio. 

" He may not, Sieur Reggio," said Renault, taking 
a folded parchment from his breast, and holding it un- 
rolled before the tribunal. " This is the instrument of 
my sbter's liberty and my own, on which our accuser 
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would found our servitude ; and thus do I make myself 
and her for ever" free." 

With these energetic words he rent the paper in 
fragments and cast them at his feet. A murmur of 
surprise and pleasure ran through the multitude, which 
Osma, with a voice of thunder, silenced by calling on 
the alguazil may or ^ who had ushered in the prisoners, 
to "lead in Jules, marquis of Caronde." Renault's 
heart leaped to his throat, and Azdlie could 'scarcely 
repress a shriek at this command. 

In the midst of breathless expectancy, the chasseur 
chief, pale and invalid, with his right arm in a sling, 
entered the hall and sat down in a chair to which Osma 
conducted him, placed near his own. 

" There is yet one other-^the quadroone-mother !" 
said the count, turning to Reggio ; and Ninine, with 
looks that showed she had not forgotten her visit from 
the sorceress, while she obeyed the command of Osma, 
who had summoned her to attend in order to confront 
Jules before the tribunal, was led in by the alguazil 
mayor. 

"Now, signers," said ^ the count to Reggio and the 
judges, " first question this woman of this parchment.'* 

" Wert thou once the slave of the Marquis of Ca- 
ronde ?" asked Reggio, with courtesy, playing subtly 
his given part in the trial. 

" Yes," she answered, without lifting her eyes, and 
with so much embarrassment that Osma glanced to- 
wards her sharply, as if he expected her to commit 
herself in some way. But she thought not of him or 
bis interests now. The fear of what was to follow 
from the threats of the sorceress alone occupied her 
mind. 

" Did he draw, and then sign and seal for thee a bill 
of manumission for thyself and children ?" 

" He did, signer." ' 

« Did he record it ?" 

" He gave it to me, signer." 

« Didst thou file it in the archives ?" 

<* No, I kept it, signer." 
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" And afterward transferred it to the Count of Osma 
—was it not so ?" 

<* I did, signor." 

** Thou and thy children are then his slaves by this 
act ?" 

" My children alone, signor. I have been manumit- 
ted by another instrument under his hand and seal." 

" Thou dost acknowledge, then, thy son Renault and 
thy daughter Azelie to be the slaves of the Lord of 
Osma ?" 

" I do, signor," she said, at first hesitating, but in- 
stantly answering on meeting the fixed glance of Osma. 

" Now, Signor Reggio," said the count, with a smile, 
addressing the judges, "having shown your tribunal 
that I had once a clear and lawful right to hold the 
prisoners in bondage, and all present having witnessed 
the destruction of the instrument on which alone I 
founded this right, it remains that the prisoners be ac- 
quitted as freed man and freed woman, unless, by a 
claim equally well-grounded, I can a second time provei 
my right to their servitude." 

To these w^ords Renault and Azelie listened, now 
with hope when he mentioned acquittal, then with 
poignant despair when he alluded to a new ground on 
which to base his claim to hold them in bondage. 
They instinctively cast their eyes towards the implaca- 
ble Jules, in whose fierce countenance they too plainly 
read the solution of Osma's words, and divined the in- 
strument through which he was a second time to aim 
at their freedom. 

** This argument is conclusive," said Reggio. " If 
you have farther evidence to suhstsuitiate your claim, 
my lord, may it please you to produce it." 

♦* I pray you, my lord marquis," said Osma, address- 
ing Jules, " present your claim before the tribunal." 

Jules rose, and, supporting himself with his remain* 
ing hand on the arm of the chair, said in a low tone, 
that was expressive of the bitter vindictiveness which 
had brought him to the hall of judgment, 

<^ Signers, as the only son and heir to the title and 



ST. Michael's day. 197 

French estates of the late Marquis of Caronde, and in 
absence of any evidence to prove the manumission of 
the prisoners Renault and Azdlie, I hereby claim them 
as my slaves by virtue of my father's purchase of the 
mother, and according to the letter and spirit of our 
laws. Last night I discovered among his papers this 
bill of sale, dated twenty-three years back, of the quad- 
roone Ninine, properly attested and* sealed, which will 
prove my claim." 

With these words he presented a paper to Reg^io, 
who, after examining and returning it to him, said, as 
if surprised at this turn of the trial, 

" This instrument, my lord marquis, confirms your 
right beyond dispute." 

** This right, then," said Jules, " I here transfer to 
the Lor'S of Osma !" 

With these words he placed the paper in the hands 
of the count, and turning, with a hideous smile of anti. 
cipated vengeance, his vindictive glance towards Re- 
nault, sat down again, wearied with the effort he had 
made. 

Renault listened to the statement of his deadly foe 
with growing horror, and heard the decision of the 
Alfarez real as if a thunderbolt bad burst upon his 
head. But he felt not for himselif. Azdlie had sunk 
upon h^r knebs beside him, and was looking pleading- 
ly, eloquently, and imploringly up into his face. Ho 
knew what she meant. He knew that all hope was 
past ; yet he could not — ^he could not strike the hlow ! 
His hand was in his bosom upon a dagger which he 
had concealed there — but he could not draw it ! Osma 
now advanced towards them with the confident and ex- 
ulting step of triumphant wickedness. The crisis waa 
imminent. The weapon was half drawn from its cov- 
ert, when the sorceress, who had been seemingly an 
unconcerned spectatress of all that had passed, stepped 
between the count and his victims. 

" Stand there I Garcia Ramarez," she cried, com- 
mandingly. " Renault, hold thy hand. Mydords judg. 

R2 
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es ! I have evidence to bring in this matter. Wom- 
an," she added, addressing the trembling Ninine, and 
speaking in a commanding tone, that filled the house 
and thrilled the blood of all who heard it, «* now give 
thy testimony, in truth, as thou hopest for mercy and 
fearest retribution I" 

Ninine fell upon her face before the tribunal, and 
clasped her hands An despair, yet deprecatingly. 

" Is this young man thy son ? Speak truth, as thou 
hopest for salvation !" cried the sorceress, laying her 
hand upon Renault. 

** No. He is the son of the Marchioness of Ca- 
ronde*" 

"Is yonder young man thy son?" she demanded, 
pointing to Jules, who had already sprung to his feet. 

" He is, dread being !" 

** And thou didst transpose the one for the other in 
their childhood, and thus deceive the Marquis of Ca- 
ronde ? Speak truth !" 

** I did/' answered Ninine, irresistibly, wholly over- 
come at this wonderful knowledge of a secret which 
f she had believed locked in her own bosom, not know, 
ing that her thoughts were audible as she sat at her 
casement the evening before. 

•* 'Tis false !" shouted Jules ; and, in the fierceness 
of his indignant rage, he bounded towards her, seek- 
ing, with his npiutilated arm, the grasp of a sword-hilt 
at his side. 

Instantly recalled to the loss of his hand, he uttered 
a volley of curses ; and, maddened even more than by 
the disclosure of Ninine, he literally stamped and foam- 
ed with fury at this abortive attempt to grasp his sword. 
Even Osma, though at such a moment, could not for- 
bear giving him a look of malicio;is pleasure. 

" Here's a hand to help thee, gossip Jules !" cried 
the shrill voice of Gobin ; and, with the words, a with- 
ered human hand fell upon the floor at the phrensied 
Creole's feet. 

He turned deadly pale, and, staggering backward, 
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was compelled to support himself by the balustrade of 
the tribunal. 

" What means this, signora ?" asked the count of 
the quadroone-mother, with stem surprise. 

" That I speak the truth, my lord." 

** She but seeks to make her bastard son noble, my 
lords and judges," cried Jules, with deep wrath, turn- 
ing to the tribunal. " There is no proof^ my lords !" 

While he was speaking, there was heard a general 
exclamation of surprise from the populace, occasioned 
by the entrance of the venerable Father Dagobert, 
vicar-general of the province, in his full and flowing 
canonical robes, who, with great dignity, slowly ad- 
vanced towards the tribunal. The judges rose at his 
approach, and even Osma and Jules Caronde felt awed 
at his presence. He was accompanied by two Car- 
melite monks, in their tawny-coloured scapulars of 
serge, with girdles and sandals. 

" My lord vicar, I did leave thee in Cuba a month 
since," said Osma, courteously; ''I welcome thee 
back." 

" My lords and judges," said the vicar-general, after 
the excitement caused by his presence had in a degree 
subsided, " I have intruded into this court to bear tes- 
timony to the evidence already delivered by this quad- 
roone woman, which I have listened to from the ante- 
room !" 

" Does your reverence mean to prove that she hath 
spoken truth ?" asked Reggio, with astonishment. 

" Hear my testimony, and judge ! When 1 was on 
the eve of embarking for Cuba, the late Marquis of 
Caronde, being on his deathbed, sent for me to confess 
and give him absolution. In his confession, he decla- 
red, by his hopes of Divine mercy, that the young man 
called Renault the Quadroon was his legitimate son by 
the marchioness his wife, and the young man, known 
as Jules Caronde, was his son by the quadroone Nin- 
ine." 

" 'Tis a foul lie, lord vicar !" cried Jules. 

There was a general murmur of pious horror at this 
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impious assertion, while Reggio and the judges started 
from their seats^with astonishment. 

" Nay, son, thou hast -forgotten thyself," said Fa- 
ther Dagobert, mildly. "This is to thee a bitter 
truth !" 

" I challenge proof !" demanded the degraded young 
man, " St. Peter himself should not prove this danrn- 
ing charge on his own assertion !" 

" r forgive thee, my son, for thou hast reason for bit- 
terness. The sin be with those who have done this 
thing," said the vicar-general, looking sternly at Nin- 
ine, who knelt in silence and despair before the tri- 
bunal. 

^ With these words he drew from the folds of his 
vesture a sealed parchment. Then addressing the 
judges, he continued, 

" In the midst of my lord marquis's confession, re- 
spected signers, he took from his, pillow this paper, 
sealed with his own private signet, and, saying that it 
was a full confession, under his own hand, of his be- 
ing a party to such great injustice, desired me to make 
such use of it for the advantage of the true heir as, 
with. reverence for his own memory, I should see fit; 
taking from me, at the same time, a most solemn prom* 
ise to see his son restored to his hereditary rightl The 
ship that was to bear me to Cuba was already under 
sail, and I hastened on board. I returned but half an 
hour since in a barque that hath arrived frorxi the Ha- 
vanna ; and, hearing of this trial, hastened hither to 
save the innocent and confound fhe guilty." 

Reggio received the pacquet, and, examining the 
seals, held it towards Jules, on whose finger was his 
father's signet with which the impression on the wax 
had been made, and demanded if that was his father's 
seal. The young man was silent from conviction ; 
and Reggio, at the command of the vicar-general, 
broke the three seals, and read aloud the confession, 
written in his own hand, of the marquis, to the facts 
stated by the vicar-general, Afler accusing Ninine 
the Quadroone of the guilty acts charged to her, he 
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prayed that, although, through a criminal weakness, he 
could not bring himself to punish her, he trusted she 
would be brought by a just tribunal to the punishment 
her crimes merited. 

" There remains now," said Reggio, after the sur- 
prise created by the reading of his confession had sub- 
sided, " two points to be made clear. The first is, the 
authenticity of the handwriting ; and the second, the 
truth of the confession of the accused party, Ninine* 
Is this your father's handwriting?"' he demanded of 
Jules. 

The young man made no reply ; but its genuineness 
was proved by comparison, in addition to the testimo- 
ny of the vicar-general, with other authentic instru- 
ments written with his own hand. " Art thou guilty 
of the charge of which thy late lord and master hath 
charged thee ?" he then demanded of Ninine. 

" Guilty," she gasped rather than articulated. 

" Dost thou swear, in the presence of Heaven, that 
Renault the Quadroon is the son of the Marchioness 
Caronde ?" 

** I swear." 

" Dost thou swear, in the presence of Heaven, that 
Jules, known as the Marquis of Caronde, is thine own' 
son ?" 

« I do." 

"** My Lord of Osma," said Reggio, with the decis- 
ion and coolness he had exhibited to tfa^ count through- 
out, and whom he had made to feel that himself was 
judge there, and not he, <' this seems the clearest testi- 
mony. Have you aught to say against it ?" 

<' Nothing, So that it bear not against the maiden, 
though by it I lose a slave ; and," he added, ironically, 
turning to Jules, " my friend here a marquisate." 

** Dost thou mock me ?" demanded Jules, fiercely. 

" Nay, being thy mother's son, thou art my slave, 
and I cannot mock thee,** answered Osma, with deri- 
sion, exulting with the malice of a bad man in the 
wretchedness of his late partner in guilt. 

" Thy slave, proud count ! Neither is thy slave !** 
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cried the sorceress, sternly. " Jules Caronde, behold 
thy master!" she commandingly added, pointing to 
Renault. 

Jules ground his teeth, and the count, with a laugh, 
turned on his heel, while the sorceress, with her with- 
ered finger still stretched towards Renault, kept her 
full eye upon the writhing features of the chasseur 
chief. 

Renault had heard the testimony of the vicar-gen- 
eral, listened to the reading of the confession and to 
the subsequent opinion of the judges, with silent amaze- 
ment and incredulity, which each moment gave way to 
Ihe full head of proof that met his doubts : doubts liot 
because the evidence was weak, but that the truth was 
too great for his belief. At length he felt the confir- 
mation of his true position, and with proud and grate- 
ful feelings bent over Azdlie to congratulate her, for- 
getting, in the moment of his own triumph and honours, 
that she was no longer his sister. Her looks of sor- 
row and despair instantly, recalled him to the painful 
consciousness that she was not included in his change 
of condition. She would have withdrawn herself from 
his manful and brotherly shelter, but he held her to his 
heart and whispered, 

**Nay, sweet sister! I am still thy l,.:other — still 
Renault to thee." 

" I am thy slave, Renault !" 

** Never ! no, never !" 

At this moment .an individual, who had some time 
stood within hearing, wrapped in a cloak and wearing 
his hat low over his brows, stepped up, and, pressing 
Renault's hand, said, in a low tone of voice, 

" I congratulate thee, my noble marquis ! Thy place 
here is now better supplied by me,^' he added, receiv- 
ing the hand of Azdlie from that of Renault. 

** It is the opinion of this tribunal," now said Reg- 
gio, rising with dignity, " that Renault, lately called the 
Quadroon, is the rightful heir of the late Marquis of 
Caronde, and can, therefore, be no slave ; but, on the 
other hand, is a free citizen and a noble-born gentle- 
man." 
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At these words Estelle instinctively gave utterance 
to a cry of joy, and in the presence of the whole as- 
sembly rushed forward, half way met by Renault, and 
was clasped to his true and manly heart. 

" S'death ! This is a fair scene !" exclaimed the 
count, amid the general surprise. " Love hath been 
at hide and seek ia my palace !" . i 

" If my Lord of Osma," continued the judge, after 
a moment's pause, " presses the claim, Jules, lately 
known as the Marquis Caronde, may be clearly proven 
to be his slave, inasmuch as he now stands in the po- 
sition the most noble Renault, marquis of Caronde, 
so lately occupied. Is it your pleasure to urge this 
point, my lord ?" 

Before Osma could give the reply that rose to his 
lips, the disgraced Jules, who for the last few moments 
had been fixing his eyes upon his kneeling and wretch, 
edly guilty mother, with an expression in which W8us 
concentrated all his fierce wrath against her, suddenly 
leaped forward like a wild beast, and With his left hand 
seized her by the throat. His clutch was like that of 
the tiger fixed in the flesh of its victim. She became 
instantly livid in the face, and her eyes were forced 
out. The first joints of his fingers were hid by the 
depth and stiength of his pressure. Osma caught his 
wrist, but the hand was immoveable, and his hold upon 
the throat deadly as his vindictive energy. 

" By Heaven ! loose thy clutch, madman," cried- the 
count, " or I will sever thy hand like its fellow with a 
blow of my sword." 

The only reply he received was a demoniacal and 
glaring stare, that convinced him madness had taken 
the seat of reason. He forbore the blow, and with 
the assistance of Renault and the alguazil mayor, final, 
ly succeeded in tearing him from his mother. 

She was already dead ! He had broken her neck. 
By the command of Osma, he was instantly dragged 
forth from the hall to a place of confinement, while 
the body of the unfortunate and guilty woman was re- 
moved. It was followed by the tearful eyes both of 
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AzdM^' and Renault ; for to the one she was still a 
mother, and to the other she had ever heen as one. 

The sorceress, to whom the appearance of the vicar- 
general, thus ccmtrolling the subsequent progress of 
events, was an incident unlooked for, now approached 
Don Henrique, and said warmly, 

" Did I not bid thee keep within the crowd ? Leave 
the maiden to me. Osma's eye is already arrested 
by thy guise !" 

The young man obeyed ; and, when the count ap- 
preached to demand who he was, was already lost in 
the throng, while the sorceress remained by Az^lie, 
sustaining her wjth one arm about her waist. Ere 
the count spoke to the maiden, as it appeared to be 
his intention to do, he suddenly addressed the Father 
Dagobert, who was standing near by, now a spectator 
t)nly. 

" Hast thou, my lord vicar," asked he, sarcastical- 
ly, ** any confessions touching this gentle quadroone, 
that I may not take her to mine own palace as my 
slave ?" 

" None, my lord, save those I fear thou wilt with 
sorrow make in thy death-hour, if thou doest the 
wrong thou contemplatest in this matter," answered 
the vicar-general, with fearless reproof. 

" I am my own conscience-keeper, priest," retorted 
the count, with haughty displeasure, turning from him 
towards Az^lie. " Fiend !" he said, as his eye fell on 
the shielding form of the sorceress, "thou art ever 
crossing my path like an evil omen. Transfer the 
maiden tP me, and stand aside !" 

" Touch her not, Garcia Ramarez !" 

" I will have thee seized." 

** I laugh at thy power." 

" Resign thy charge !" 

" Wouldst thou receive her as thy slave or thy mis- 
tress, noble governor ?" she scornfully demanded, with- 
out moving. 
. ** Is she not my slave now ?" 

" Ay, more to thee than thy slave, Garcia of Os- 
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ma," she replied, while the deepest meanini;^ ti 

to speak out at her eyes, as they rested m)OQ jiis face. 

<' What is thy meaning, woman,'* he demanded, with 
the quick suspicion of some covert deslglgu 

" Thou shalt soon learn !" ^■^' 

She then waved her han^ commandingly towards 
the tribunal, to the immediate actors in the scene be- 
fore it, and to the whole assembly. Having by this act 
drawn the attention of every eye in the vast hall, she 
drew herself to her utmost height, and rested her gaze 
full upon the face of the Count of Osma, with some- 
thing of the expression with which the inquisitor 
watches the countenance of his victim while he is in- 
flicting the torture. 

" My Lord of Osma ! listen to the story of a Span- 
ish knight I have to tell thee. 'Tis eighteen years 
ago that a youthful noble of Castile was taken prison- 
er by the Moors and carried captive to Morocco. The 
emperor compelled him to labour in the gardens of his 
palace ; and his occupation was to draw water from 
the marble fountains to wet the plants that grew 
around the latticed windows of the harem. The em- 
peror had an only daughter. I see thou art listening 
to me, governor !" 

" Go on," said Osma, with interest. 

" She was fair as the lily when the snow-cloud lin- 
gers between it and the sun ; as gentle as the dove ; as 
beautiful in limb as the antelope; and as fleet as the 
mountain roe. Her voice was the rival of the night- 
ingale ; and her spirits were gay and happy as the 
heart of the morning lark when he mounts upward, 
singing, as he goes, to welcome the sun. Her hair 
was jetty as night ; and from the shadow of the curls 
that floated above her brow, her eyes shone out like 
twin-stars, inviting to a heaven of love. Dost thou 
listen, Count of Osmat" 

" I do ; I pray thee go on !** 

" From her lattice she saw the youthful knight, and 
he found favour in her eyes for his beauty and misfor. 
tunes. From day to day she gazed on him unseen. 

Vol. II.. ~ 
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till love at length stole away her heart. She sought 
him in the garden and told her love. Evening after 
evening they met in the olive-bower of Asmil ; and to 
the falling of distant fountains, the music of the night- 
ingale, and the sighing of zephyrs laden ,with per- 
fumes, they loved, and discoursed of love, even until 
the tints of the morning tinged the rosy orient. At 
length the young princess secretly became the bride 
of the young Csistilian knight, none save the priest of 
Mohammed and her faithful slave being present. She 
now proposed his escape, and to fly with him. The 
hour came for the midnight flight, and ke betrayed her! 
The mourning Zillah was left desolate ! The husband 
of her hand and heart, the idol of her soul, had proved 
false and unworthy the pearl of her princely love ! 
Dost thou listen, count ?" 

He silently waved his hand for her to proceed, as if 
he dared not trust himself to speak, while the most 
absorbing and anxious interest was apparent in every 
feature. 

** From that hour she drooped. Her faithful slave • 
at length proposed that she should seek him in his own 
lordly halls, accuse him of his perfidy, avenge her 
wrongs by his presence, and then die at his feet. 

*' They reached, at length, the shores of Castile, and 
came one stormy night to the castle of her treacher- 
ous lord. It beetled over the sea, was crowned with 
majestic towers, and encompassed by high and stately 
walls. From every window and casement blazed a 
light. It was a festal night, and on St. Michael's eve ! 
They landed weary, yet full of hope^ and entered the 
wide gates of the castle with a crowd of guests. They 
moved on, and came to a vast hall hung with banners 
and armour. Knights and nobles, dames and maid- 
ens, were gathered there, and every eye was fixed with 
interest upon a group standing before an altar. She 
saw that it was a bridal group. The priest was read- 
ing aloud the service, and the bridegroom and bride 
were standing before him, with hand clasped in hand. 
In the former Zillah beheld him she sought. Rushing 
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forward, she shrieked, * my husband !' and fell at his 
feet senseless. The ceremony ceased ; but the bride- 
groom, instantly recognising in the princess his wife, 
sternly commanded his servants to bear off the mad 
woman, and cast her forth into the storm, and then he 
calmly bade the rite proceed. Dost thou hear the tale, 
my lord ?" she asked, fixing upon him her full, dark 
gaze. 

He was silent ; but, with compressed lips and glassy 
eyeballs, kept his eyes upon her, as if they were 
fixed by a spell. 

" Her faithful slave," continued the sorceress," bore 
her from the outer gate, where the menials had cast 
her, to a hut on the forest's edge. There, before 
morning, she gave birth to an infant daughter, and left 
it her own spirit. The poor peasants dug a grave for 
her, and she was buried the next night, alone and un- 
wept, save by her devoted slave, who then took the 
child to the castle of its father, that he might take pity 
on it ; for she feared the innocent would perish in her 
arms. As she approached the gate, he came forth 
with horse, and hound, and horn. With the child in her 
arms, she stood in his path. He recognised the slave, 
and she told him the fate of his wife, and implored 
him to cherish her child. The sight of the infant 
inflamed him with rage and shame as he rode in 
the midst of his friends, and, with a curse upon them 
both, he set his hounds upon her to hunt her down. 
She escaped from them barely with h^r life to a lone- 
ly hamlet. There an assassin sent by him found her ; 
but by her arts and' power she escaped, and bound his 
soul to fear ; and he spared the child. There long she 
hid herself, and became as a mother to this hapless 
daughter of a Moorish princess, and heiress of a noble 
Castiiian name. I see thou dost listen to my tale, Sir 
Count ! 

" When the babe was two years old, she took the 
long-maturing resolution to avenge its mother's death, 
even with the life of its cruel father. She sought him in 
his castle, but learned he was on a foreign battle-field. 
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She followed him from land to land, and from sea to 
sea, and at length took ship for Cuba, whither she 
heard he had sailed. But she was taken captive by a 
pirate ere she reached the island, brought to this port, 
and exposed openly for sale in the market-place. 
Fearing lest the child should be taken from her, she 
called it her own. At length, the mistress of the gov- 
ernor, Ninine the Quadroone, became her purchaser ; 
and by-and-by, struck with the child's beauty, attempt- 
ed the life of the, supposed mother, that she might 
make it her own, contemplating the wealth and consid- 
eration her charms would bring her when she should 
grow into the bloom of girlhood. Her victim, how- 
ever, escapied the death designed for her, and, feeling, 
secure of the child's safety for the present, returned to 
her own country to gather wealth for this beloved . 
daughter of her deceased mistress. But slavery and 
disaster detained her from the beloved child until a 
few days before thy arrival hither. Count of Osma, 
when she found all her watchful care was necessary to 
save her from wicked persecutors, whom her unfold- 
ing beauties had made enemies to her peace and hon- 
our. I have now done. Does the tale interest theet 
Does it please thine ear ?" 

Osma continued for a moment gazing upon her af- 
ter she had ceased speaking ; while the Moor Sulem, 
no less interested in her tale, showed by his counte- 
nance he had found the key to her mystery. The 
count, then starting, as if from a fearful dream, caught 
her by both wrists, and cried, with an impetuosity that 
was fearful, while his eyes, averted from her, were fixed 
upon the beautiful, pale, wondering face of Az^lie, 

" Tell me, fearful woman ! Is this my child — is 
she my daughter t Speak !" 

"Behold her mother's picture!" she answered, ta- 
king from Az^lie the locket she had before given to 
her, and exhibiting to him the likeness of a lovely Moor- 
ish princess in the richest costume of her country. 

He gazed upon it with a look of startling recogni- 
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tion, aad then glanced from it to the face of the maid- 
en. To every eye the resemblance was perfect. 

** Didst thou not once give that miniature to Zillah, 
thy Moorish bride ?" asked the sorceress, sternly, see- 
ing that he evidently bore reluctant testimony in his 
heart to the truth of her tale. 

'^ If it be the same, it has a miniature of myself 
within it." 

" Give it me," cried the sorceress. 

She touched a spring, and the locket openec^, expo- 
sing within a likeness of a young cavalier, to which 
the Count of Osma still bore a striking resemblance. 

He made no reply, but rapidly walked the space in 
front of the tribunal in troubled thought, while shame 
and disappointment, rather than remorse and paternal 
love, kindled his cheek. His troubled eye rested often 
on Estelle, pale and almost lifeless in the arms of Re- 
nault. To acknowledge A.zelie as his daughter would 
be to repudiate Estelle. His love gave excuse for his 
undiminished passion for the Quadroone, and he came 
to a characteristic decision. 

" Thy story is false, thou Moorish impostor ! a stale 
invention, begotten by thy ambition to see thy offspring 
received among the noble. Ho, guards ! Seize her ! 
Bear her off, and answer for her forthcoming with 
your heads ! Algauzil mayor ! I commit this maiden 
to yt)ur custody ! If thou vainest thy neck, see to 
' her safety. This masquerade hath lasted full long. I 
will now play the governor and judge. Sit back with 
thy fellows, Signer Reggio. I will take my seat again^ 
and, 'fore Heaven ! my authority with it !" 

** Garcia /" cried a deep voice, that made the count 
pause, as if chilled to marble, with one foot resting on" 
the lower step of the forum to which he was in the 
act of ascending. 

" Garcia /" again spoke the same voice, in tones of 
warning and reproof. 

The count trembled. 

" Garcia !" a third time menacingly spoke Ihuahua, 
to whom all eyes were now turned. 

S2 
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" Who calls ?" asked the count, with a deadly pale- 
ness on his cheeks and lips, while he seemed as if he 
would sink into the ground. 

" Thy brother !" answered the venerable warrior ; 
and, advancing near, he threw off his loose robes, and 
stood before him in the costume of an elderly Spanish 
cavalier. 

^Does the sea give baclc its deadt" cried Osma, 
with fear. 

** Dost thou remember me ?'* 

" Thou art my elder brother, whom I believed dead !" 
ho cried, with horror and despair. 

** Thy %oUl was surely my death, Grarcia, but Heav- 
en gave me escape by the very wickedness of the 
mesuis thou didst employ to execute it. More gold 
than thou didst promise Rascas bought him from thee. 
He saved my life and secured my escape, returning to 
thee his own report of the execution of thy commands." 

" 'Tis false ! I sought not thy death !" 

^* Behold the instrument of thy intended crime," cried 
the sorceress, directing the attention of all to Rascas, 
who leaned upon two men in front of the crowd. ** He 
hath Ions since confessed all to me !" 

** Ha ! Rascas !" cried Osma, with delight, seeing 
him present. " Bear truly thy testimony !" 

** Thou wilt little like it," answered Rascas, faintly, 
but ironically. " I obeyed thy commands all but the 
death, and by chance finding a dead fisherman on the 
beach, severed his head and carried it to thee for thy 
brother's, for which thou gavest me three hundred gold- 
en moidores — a rare price for a fisherman's head ! It 
was on St. Michael's Day I brought thee the gory sight." 

** Villain, thou hast destroyed thyself for this treach- 
ery," cried Osma, fiercely. " Am I bearded ? Am I 
baited ? Are both hell and heaven armed against me, 
that I am thus held at-bay by ye all ?" 

** Garcia Ramarez," said Ihuahua, or rather Don 
Louis, count of Osma, as he had shown himself to 
be, ^ thou art bayed at l^ none save the bloodhounds 
of thine own guilty conscience ! I am rejoiced to see 
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thee feel ! Yet methinks a brother come to thee after 
twenty years' absence should receive a better welcome 
than that which sits upon thy dark and turbid brow ! 
I am indeed thy elder brother Louis ! whom, taking ad* 
vantage of on a sick bed, thou didst imprison three 
years in the lowest dungeons of my own castle, with 
yonder assassin for my jailer ; at- whose hands, when 
at length thou wouldst have slain me, I received more 
mercy than at thine! From Spain I sailed for the 
New World, disgusted with the land that bore upon 
its green bosom a monster like thyself! With the 
feelings of an anchorite, I buried myself in the wilder- 
ness of America, but from circumstances was at length 
induced to throw off my solitary life and unite myself 
with its simple inhabitants. I married the daughter of 
the prince of the tribe to which I attached myself, and 
at his death became its chief. I had quite forgotten 
thee and thy crimes, when, three years ago, I heard of 
the attempted conquest, by the Spaniards, of this prov- 
ince, and heard also that Garcia, count of Osma, was 
their leader. From that moment I was filled with a 
desire to behold thee, resolved, if I found thee a re- 
formed and penitent man, to leave thee to the posses- 
sion of thy wickedly-gotten rank and title ; but if the 
lapse of years had made thee gray in iniquity, to pluck 
thy honours from thy brow, and degrade thee to thy 
merited infamy and contempt." 

The voice of Don Louis was elevated at the close 
to a stem and indignant tone. Garcia Ramarez lis- 
tened to him while he was speaking with a set lip, 
bent brow, flashing eyes, a bright red spot on either 
cheek, and a nervous contraction of the fingers of his 
hands, that betrayed the fearful pitch of emotion to 
which he was inwardly moved. When he had ended, 
he drew in a long, hard breath, as if he would swallow ^ 
down the feeling that swelled in his throat, and said 
through his teeth, in a low tone of the most ironica] 
bitterness and scorn, 

'< And how has Louis Ramarez found his brother 
Garcia?" 
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" A chief devil in all but power," answered Don 
Louis, in a tone of horror and detestation. 

"I will see whether I have power or not," cried 
Osma, bursting into a volcano of irresistible fury and 
vehemency, While his inflamed visage and burning 
eyes, with the passionate dilation and expansion of his 
whole form and figure, made him appear the living 
representative of the arch-fiend himself. Every eye 
that looked upon him, and witnessed the effect of his 
demoniacal phrensy, quailed with wondering dread. 
" If I am not the Count of Osma," continued he, " I 
am at least the governor of this province, and have the 
power to punish my enemies. Ho ! Monterey ! La 
Torre ! my guards ! Seize this Count of Osma and 
bind him ! By the red rood ! brother Louis, thou shalt 
find I have power here ! and no man, save Don Al- 
phonso, prince of Castile, from whom I received it, 
shall deprive me of it. Seize^ and load him with 
chains ! How ! Do ye hesitate ?" he demanded, see- 
ing the men-at-arms, afler advancing a step, stop and 
look with surprise and alarm towards the windows 
that opened upon the corridor. 

• His own quick, fierce glance followed theirs, and he 
beheld with consternation, entering through every door- 
like casement, a file of Indian warriors, armed with 
spears and battle-axes, led by the young chief Ope- 
lousa, who, a short while before, had retired from the 
hall, and now reappeared dressed like a Spanish noble, 
save that the war-eagle's plume still towered above his 
head, in honour of the proud maternal blood that min- 
gled with his no less noble Castilian current. In an 
instant of time, ere Osma could speak or move from 
the spot where this extraordinary event surprised him, 
the hall of judgment was filled with grim and painted 
warriors, who ranged themselves by the sides and in 
front of the tribunal, in stern and menacing silence, 
overawing the Spanish soldiery. 

"Garcia," said Don Louis, with natural fraternal feel- 
ing, after surveying upon his features the effect of this 
sudden reverse of power, " I would forgive thee if I be- 
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lieved contrition could find a home in thy heart. But 
Heaven hath doomed thee to destruction, and sent upon 
thee madness, the incurahle madness of habitual iniqui- 
ty. Thy power here, as well as thy name and title, 
must now end ! Iniquity and crime have prospered With 
thee during long years in their pursuit. But because 
thou hast been suffered to go on for a time unchecked, 
think not the vengeance of Heaven slumbers and will 
never waken! Wickedness is sometimes permitted 
to exist by infinite wisdom, that the sudden destruction 
of its author may not involve the innocent in his pun- 
ishment. Thy lovely child has, in thine own case, 
been thy guardian angel, and till now arrested the sus- 
pended bolt from thy head ! It hath at length fallen 
upon thee ! but not, until Heaven hath provided her 
another protector in the noble youth whose manly 
arm is sustaining her in this trying hour. It becomes 
a mortal like me to imitate Heaven. For her sake, 
I will give thee half of my estate if thou choosest 
to return to Spain. I will also withhold my attack 
upon thy forces here — ^for are they not all my country- 
men ? — if thou wilt now resign thy government." 

" To thee ?'* demanded Osma, degraded yet still 
haughty. 

** It is already mine ! One thousand warriors, such 
as you see here, whose will is my will, and who need 
but the sign of a lifled finger to fall upon thy soldiery, 
are within thy city's walls ! Five hundred Louisia- 
nians also have possession of its gates and bdirriers !'* 

" Were the leaves of thy forests warriors^ and these 
to a man within the town, and filling my palace and 
council-chamber, I would not give up my power with- 
out a struggle. It shall never be said Garcia of Os- 
ma, or Garcia Ramarez, if thou wilt have it so, broth- 
er, ever gave up a fortress without striking a blow for 
its deliverance. I have lived a warrior, and I will die 
with a weapon in my hand ! Naught but death op 
the command of my prince shall divest me of my au- 
thority !" 

♦* Then resign it with what grace thou hast remain- 



214 THE QUADROONE ; OR, 

ing, tyrant, for thou wilt soon be divested of it," cried 
the gallant Montejo, entering thejiall, bearing aloft a 
silken banner of the house of Castile, and approaching 
the tribunal. Behind liim followed a pursuivant, in the 
gorgeous apparel and armour of his rank and office. 

" Montejo ! Traitor !" shouted Osma, as he ap- 
proached ; and then, seeing the pursuivant, he ex- 
claimed with surprise, " How is this ? the king's herald^ 
Olivier de Vezin ! What brought thee out of Spain 1 
To witness our disgrace ?" 

" Know, Count of Osma — ^" interrupted Montejo. 

** My name is Garcia Rama^ez," said the governor, 
with irony. 

«« Know then, Garcia Ramarez," continued Monte- 
jo, with some surprise, "that, hearing of thy imprison- 
ment of the prince Don Henrique, who voyaged with 
thee hither, his rank disguised to all save thyself and a 
few friends, I fled in the yacht which was to have 
borne him beyond the reach of thy vindictive power, 
to demand of the Governor of Cuba aid against thee. 
Ere I had got to sea, our ship fell in with a brigantine 
bound hither from Spain, having at Havanna taken on 
board his reverence the vicar-general. On board this 
vessel also came passenger the noble Olivier de Vezin, 
his Catholic majesty'^s royal herald at arms. He is 
present with me here, and will deliver his own mes- 
sage and proclamation." 

Thus speaking, Montejo drew back a step for the 
royal herald to advance, when, recognising beneath his 
disguise Don Henrique standing beside Azdlie, who, 
with Renault and the sorceress, were deeply intent 
upon the developmei^t of events, he, with a cry of sur- 
prise and grateful joy, cast himself into his embrace. 

The herald, commanding the attention of the assem* 
bly and tribunal, proclaimed, after the usual ceremonial 
preliminaries, " That Providence, in its wisdom, having 
removed Don Alphonso, prince of Castile and the As- 
turias. Infante of Spain, and heir to the throne of Spain 
and Castile, by death, without issue, it was the will of 
his Catholic majesty that his royal and beloved son. 
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the young prince, Don Carlos Henrique, of Aragon, 
now Prince of Castile, heir and successor to the throne, 
do speedily return to Spain from his voluntary banish- 
ment, incurred," continued the herald, " in dread of the 
church, to which royal wisdom would have consecrated 
him, lest by his marriage, the realm, in another gener- 
ation, should be torn by civil dissensions between rival 
houses ! But Heaven, in its inscrutable ways, having 
put an end to the elder branch of the royal line, the 
commands and statutes relating to the younger brother, 
Don Carlos Henrique, are revoked ; and he is hereby, 
and henceforward ever will be, received and acknowl- 
edged as Prince of Castile, and heir to the throne of 
Spain and the Indies. Grod and Spain ! Viva the 
royal Prince of Castile !" 

Garcia Ramarez heard this proclamation with an 
expression on his countenance that was indescribable. 
There was a smile just perceptible on his mouth, and 
a triumphant expansion of the pupil of the eye as he 
looked up and moved it round upon each face separate- 
ly. Don Henrique watched him, and, together ,with 
Renault and the sorceress, understood what was pass- 
ing in his heart. His glance finally settled on Montejo. 

" Didst thou not say but now, traitorous Montejo, that 
it were a grace to resign my power, lest it should be 
taken from me ?" he asked, with malignant triumph. 

"Idid." 

"This proclamation of De Vezin, methinks, doth 
not revoke my commission. When this beardless 
Prinee of Castile, whom Heaven would have on the 
throne to make of, the realm a royal masquerade — when 
this new Infante shall bid me resign the power confer- 
red on me by his brother Don Alphonso, then will I 
obey ; but thou, traitor, shalt not live to see it. To 
arms, Spaniards ! To arms ! Sound the battle-cry," 
he shouted, suddenly waving his sword, and sending 
his loud voice far into the Place d'Armes. " Lancers ! 
dragoons ! and men-at-arms ! Spain and honour calls 
on you to do battle for your conquests !" 

^* Hold, Spaniards !" shouted the voice of Don Hen- 
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rique, casting aside his disguise. ^ Behold in me Doa 
Carlos, the Prince of Castile ! I command your al- 
legiance and obedience ! Garcia of Ramarez I you 
may well stand appalled ! I am no spirit, bi^t a living 
man, whom Heaven hath raised up to be the instru- 
ment of its vengeance. Thy power is ended ! Thou 
hast filled the measure of thy crimes, and justice and 
vengeance wait for their victim !" 

*< Grobin '11 have to be gov'nor again," said the fool, 
who had crept upon the forum unobserved, and now 
stood upon a chair of the tribunal. 

" Thus do I mock ye all ! Ha, ha, ha !" cried the 
count, through his set teeth ; and with a devilish and 
most horrible laugh of mingled derision and despair, 
he threw himself forward upon his sword point, and fell 
pierced through the body upon the floor of the council- 
chamber. 

A few words will close the tale. 

The love and virtue of Az^lie were rewarded by the 
hand of the prince, to whom, as granddaughter to the 
Moorish emperor, she was nearly equal in rank. 
When afterward, as reigning princess of Castile, she 
presided over the court of her capital, she was distiti- 
guished not less for her beauty than for her virtues, 
with which she won the hearts of all around her ; and 
while she lived, Don Henrique never regretted that he 
had bestowed his hand and princely coronet where he 
had given his heart. But she lived not to reach the 
throne ; and when, at length, Don Henrique, under the 
designation of Carlos IV.,' seated himself upon it, an- 
other and less lovely sat by his side. 

Renault also, after the mourning for her father was 
over, became united to Estelle. The gentle and mel- 
ancholy beauty of the Marchioness of Caronde, as well 
as the noble bearing of the young marquis, were not 
forgotten Ui Paris, even in the early part of the pres- 
ent generation, by the surviving courtiers of the time 
of Louis XIV. 

Don Louis, the Count of Osma, having ho reason to 
dispossess Spain of the province of Louisiana by at- 
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tacking her troops, returned Vith his warriors to the 
forests, to which habit and disgust of the world had at- 
tached him, and died in old age, wept and honoured by 
his adopted tribe ; while his son, whom he had educa- 
ted with the object of one day inheriting the home and 
titles of his ancestors, sailed for Spain with Don Hen- 
rique, where the castle of Osma received him as its 
rightful heir and master. Don Henrique took the 
Moor with him, and thence sent him to Morocco. 

The sorceress, whom her skill in Moorish astrol- 
ogy, as well as the knowledge which circumstances, im. 
proved by her own sagacity and subtlety, had enabled 
to play such a mysterious smd extraordinary part in the 
foregoing scenes, and hold such an influence over the 
minds, not only of the vicious, but the virtuous, became 
the faithful and devoted slave of Az^lie, as she had 
been of Zillah, where, at length, she died in Castile. 
The grieved princess, her mistress, erected a tablet be- 
side a mausoleum, which her filial piety had built above 
her mother's obscure grave, and long afterward mourn, 
ed her death* Rascas recovered from his wounds 
through the healing balm administered to him by the 
sorceress, and ended his life on the gallows. 

Gobin was taken to France under the especial pro- 
tection of Renault, and being by him presented at court, 
without the aid of his friend Boviedo,^ was long known 
af Versailles as the rarest jester and wittiest fool of his 
time. Boviedo expired suddenly on horseback, not long 
afler the death of his master, while in the act of blow- 
ing his trumpet in honour of the arrival of a new gov- 
ernor ; thus dying, as it were, in harness, as became a 
doughty Aragonese trumpeter. 

Reggio and his council were lefl in charge of the 
affairs of the province until Don Henrique sent out an- 
other governor. Those whom Osma had imprisoned 
were liberated. The remaining five of the Seven Fr^rea 
became faithful supporters of the Spanish government, 
Charleval himself being made by Dpn Henrique colo- 
nel of a regiment of Creoles, which he formed from the 

Vol. II.— T 
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chasseurs and courreurs du hois, and was also created 
a perpetual regidor of the superior council. 

" Thus end I this boke ; for as much as in wrytyng 
of the same my penne is worn, myn hande wery, and myn 
eyne dimmed with overmoche looking on the whit paper.^^ 



THE END. 
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er, F.S.A. 3 vols. 18mo. 

PALESTINE ; or, the HOLY 
LAN D. From the earliest Period to 
the present Time. By the Rev. M. 
Russell, LL.D. 18mo. Engra- 
▼ingo. « 




HISTORY OF POLAND. From 
the earliest Period to the present 
Time. By Jambs Fletcher, Esq. 
18mo. With a Portrait. 

SKETCHES from VENETIAN 
HISTORY. By the Rev. E. Smed- 
LEY, M.A. 2 vols. 18mo. Engra- 
vings. 

HISTORICAL AND DESCRIP- 
TIVE ACCOUNT OP BRITISH 
INDIA. From the most remote 
Period to the present Time. Inclu- 
ding a Narrative of the Early Portu- 
guese and English Voyages, the 
Revolutions in the Mogul Empire, 
and the Origin, Process, and Estab- 
lishment of the British Power; with 
Illustrations of the Botany, Zoology, 
Climate, Geology, Mineralogy. By 
Hugh Murray, Esq., James Wil- 
SON, Esq., R. K. Grevillb, LL.D., 
Whitelaw AiNSLiE, M.D., Wil- 
liam Rhind, Esq., Professor Jame- 
son, Professor Wallace, and Cap- 
tain Clarence Da lrimfle. 3 vols. 
18mo. Engravings. 

HISTORY OP IRELAND. From 
the Anglo-Norman Invasion till the 
Union of the Country with Great 
Britain. By W. C. Taylor, Esq. 
With Additions, by William Samp- 
son, Esq. 2 vols. 18mo. With En- 
gravings. 

The history of ARABIA, 
Ancient and Modern. Containing a 
Description of the Country— An ac- 
count of its Inhabitants, Antiquities, 
Political Condition, and early Com- 
merce—The Life and Religion of 
Mohammed— The Conquests, Arts, 
and Literature of the Saracens — The 
Caliphs of Damascus, Bagdad, Af- 
rica, and Spain— The Government 
and Religious Ceremonies of the 
Modern Arabs — Origin and Suppres- 
sion of the Wahabees — The Institu- 
tions, Character, Manners, and Cus- 
toms of the Bedouins ; and a Com- 
prehensive View of its Natural His- 
tory. By Andrew Cricuton. 
18mo. Engravings, dec. 

HISTORY and PRESENT 
CONDITION OF the BARBARY 
STATES. Comprehending a View 
of their Civil Institutions, Arts, Re 
ligion, Literature, Commerce, Agri 
culture, and Natural Productions. 
By the Rev. M. Russell, LL.D. 
18mo. With Engravings. 
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HISTORY OF SCOTLAND 
By Sir WiLTKK Scott, Hail, S 

vols. 12mo. 

"A bcautirul illustratiun of the 
grace and effect wbich sober cealitj 
Btsumes when tresied by Ihe petif' 
of genius. In no work with whic, 
we are acqnalnled is the progress or 
mBtinejs [rainted tvitb more hisioric 
fidelity, or with half lo much viiid- 
nesB of colouring. This, Ihe gresi 
charm of the work, will ensure it a 
lasting popiiUrily." — Gmiliniaa'i 
Idagaziiu. 

" We hsTe read ihia booh with 
pleasure. The author throws over 
the eients of the past that splendid 
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HISTORY or FRANCE. By 

E. E. Crow., Esq. 3 yola. 12mo. 

" The beet English manual ol 
French History that weareacqilalnl- 
ed w\lh."~EctKiic Krai™, 

" The style is concise and clear ; 

our and originality."— iiicrarj Go- 
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ble." — Asiatic Journal. 

HISTORY or ths NETHER- 
LANDS to the Resolution of 1830. 
ByT. C. GaiTTjiN, Esq. 12mo. 

" We hsTB seldom perused a vol- 
nmo of history more pregnant with 
interesting mailer, or more enliveneil 
by a style combining vigour, ease, 
and sobriety."— Gmiinnoa'* Maga- 

"A compressed, but clear and im- 
partial nairatiTe." — Liimn/ Gazttu. 

HISTORY OF ENGLAND to 
(be Seranleenth Century. By Sir 
JiHBS Mackintosh. 3 vols. 12nio, 

" Contains more thought and more 
leasona of wisdom than any other 
history with which we are acquainl- 
»d. The most candid, the most ju- 
dicious, and the most pregnsnt with 
thcDgfat, snd aoni and politit^I ' 
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and on the conspicuous points 
English history."- ficifciic Rnicu 



hands of a voung man entering pub- 
lic lile, as the most valuable and en- 
model of history." * • ■ " So much 
of profound observation, of acuta 
analysis, of new and eicellenl ob- 
servation." * • ■ "Of great value, 
and ebonld be in the hand of every 
investigating reader of hialory." 
Latrmy Gaiell,. 
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" A very good and clear hiatorr of 
a remarkable country and people." 
— XMfii Mtrcwy. 

" Historical (acts are candidly atld 
fairly stated ; and the author displsy* 
throughout a eaimsnd philosophicml 



isible." — Athenavn. 
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HISTORICAL IND DESCRIP. j 

TIVE ACCOUNT o» PKRS1A.I 
From the silliest Period to the prei- 
ent Time With a detailed Vienof 
la Kewurcea, Go< eminent, Popa1>- 
\oa. Natural Hiatoiy, and the Char- 
_cler of its Inhabitants, particularly 
of the WaniieringTrihea; including 
■ Desctiption of Afghani«liii. Bj 
JxHis 6. FataB*. Esq. ISmo. 
With a Map, &c. 

HISTORICAL VIEW or THS 
PROGRESS or DISCOVERY ON 
1 NOKTHERN COASTS or 
NORTH AMERICA. Ftom the 
u-liesl Period to the pieaent Time, 
y P. F. TviLKR. Esq. With Do- 



' of the North Am 
ons. BvPtofesBorWiu 
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gioni. ByPtofe 
With a Map, &< 

NUBIA *ND ABYSSINIA. 
Compieh ending the Civil Kiatory, 
Antiquities, Arts. Religion, Litera- 
ture, end Natural History. By the 
Rei. M. RuMELi, LL.D. 18mo. 
Wjih a Map and EngravinEB. 

A COMPENDIOUS HISTORY 
or ITALY. Trsnslated frnm the 
original Italian. By Natuimii, 
Qbieni. 18mo. 

Tbk CHINESE. AgeneralDe- 
•cripliacof the Empire of China and 

us fnhabilant.. By JoHr "^ 

DiYii, F.R.S. a»ol«. le 



. With 
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■,ngra«lngs. 

Ah historical ACCOUNT 
or THi CIRCUMNAVIGATION 
or THE GLOBE, and of the Pr^- 
resa of Discoverv in the Pacific 
Ocean, from (he VoyajB of Magel- 
IsQ to the Death of Cook. ISmo. 
With numeroua Engnvinga. 

UNIVERSAL HISTORY, from 
the Creation of Itae World to the De- 
cease of George III., 18BX Uy the 
Hon. Amiindk Frasib Tttlib 
and Ret. E. Nares, D.D. Edited 
by an AmericBD. 6Tola.lBina. 

SALLUST. Tianslaled by Wil- 
LiiH Rose, H.A. With Improve- 

C.SSAR. Tranilated by Wil- 
Lim DnncxH. 2 vols. IBmo. With 

TflUCYDIDES. -.__ 

William Sana, A.M. a iota. 
Wiiii B Portrait 



XENOPHON. (Aiu»>l*,tn 

lal«d by Edwabd Spii.bim, Eu., 

:du. by the Hoo. H. A. 

) 2 loli. ISmo. With ■ 

Port n It. 

UVY. Trinslstad by GioRat 

AiER. A.M. 5 vols. IBmo. With 

HERODOTUS. Translated b* 
the Rev. WiLUAH Belde. 3 vols. 
1ma. With s Portrait. 

ATHENS: its RISE _. _ 
FALL : with Views of the Lilera- 
lure, Pliilosophy, and Sorial Life of 
ihe Athenian People. By Sir Lti 
TON BfLWER, H.P., H.A. S vols. 
12mo. 

A HISTORY or NEW. YORK. 
ByWiLLUMDcTHLAr. STola.lUno. 
Engravings, 

The HISTORY or GREECE. 
By Dr. GOLDSHITH. Edited by the 
Author of "Americao Popular Les- 
sons." IBmo. 

The HISTORY or ROME. By 
Dr. GoLusfliTH. Edited by H. W. 
Herbert, Esq. ISmo. 

A HISTORV of th« united 
STATES. By the Hon. S. Hale, 
■2 vola. ISmo. 

An HISTORICAL i«b I 
SCRIPTIVE ACCOUNT 
BRITISH AMERICA; compre- 
hending Canada, Upper i--" ' 

Nova Scotia, New -Brans' 
I'oundland, Prince Edwi. . _ 
Lha BermndBB, and the Fur Coun- 
tnes : their History from the earli- 
est Settlement; their Statistics, To- 
pography, Commerce, Fisheriea, 
&c. ; and their Social and Political 
Condition; as alsoan Account M^the 
' esent State of the 



F.R.S.E. 2 vols. IBmo. 
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HISTORY or THE EXPEDI- 
TION TO RUSSIA undetUken by 
the Emperor Napoleon. By Geo- 
etal Count PHiLir OR Seod*. 3 

HISTORY or tbeFINE ARTS, 

viz. : Architecture, Sculpture, Pai 
, ins, £ntivn&«. tw. &^ B.J. Id 
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TALES FBOM fflSTORY. By 
AoNBs Stbickland. 2 vols. 18mo. 

TALES PROM AMERICAN 
HISTORY. By the Aulhor of 
" American Popular Lessons." 3 
vols. I8mo. With Engravings. 

UNCLE PHILIPS CONVER. 
SATIONS WITH THB CHILDREN 
ABOOT THB HISTORY OP VIR. 
GINIA. 18mo. With Engravings. 

UNCLE PHILIPS CONVER- 
SATIONS WITH THB CHILDREN 
ABOUT THB HISTORY OP NEW- 
YORK. 2vols. ISmo. Engravings.! 



TALES OP THB AMERICAN 
REVOLUTION. By B. B. Thatch- 
BR, Esq. ISmo. Engravings. 

UNCLE PHILIP»S CONVER- 
SATIONS WITH THB CHILDREN 
ABOUT THB HISTORY OP MAS- 
SACHUSETTS. 2 vols. Iftmo. 
Engravings. 

UNCLE PHILIPS CONVER- 
SATIONS WITH THB CHILDREN 
ABOUT THB HISTORY OP NEW- 
HAMPSHIRE. 2 vols. ISmo. En- 
gravings. 
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PLUTARCH'S LIVES. Trans- 
laced from the original Greek, with 
Notes, critical ana historical, and a 
Life of Plutarch. By John Lano- 
HORNB, D.D.t and William Lang- 
HORNE, A.M. A new Edition, care- 
fully revised and corrected. Svo. 
With Plates. 

MEMOIRS OP THB LIFE and 
CORRESPONDENCE op MRS. 
HANNAH MORE. By William 
RoBBRTs, Esq. 2 vols. I2mo. Por- 
trait 

Thr LIFE AND DEATH op 
LORD EDWARD FITZGER- 
ALD. By Thomas Moorb. 2 vols. 
12mo. 

MEMOIRS OP AARON BURR. 
With Miscellaneous Selections from 
his Correspondence. By M atth bw 
L. Davis. 2 vols. 8vo. With Por- 
traits. 

TRAITS OP THB TEA-PARTY; 
being a MEMOIR op GEORGE 
R. T. HEWES, one of the last of 
its Survivors. With a History of 
that Transaction ; Reminiscences of 
the Massacre and the Siege, and 
other Stories of Old Times. By a 
Bostonian. 18mo. With a Portrait. 

WONDERFUL CHARAC- 
TERS; comprising Memoirs and 
Anecdotes of the most Remarkable 
Persons of every Ago and Nation. 
ByHBNRT Wilson. Svo. Engra- 
vings. 

Tm LIFE or JOHN JAY ; with 
CMeetuKm from hia CdnespoiideDC« 



and Miscellaneous Papers. By his 
Son, William Jay. 2 vols. Svo. 
With a Portrait. 

A MEMOIR OP THB LIFE op 
WILLIAM LIVINGSTON, Mem- 
ber of Congress in 1774, 1775, and* 
1776 ; Delegate to the Federal Con- 
vention in 1787, and Governor of the 
State of New-Jersey from 1776 to 
1790. With Extracts from his Cor- 
respondence, and Notices of various 
Members of his Family. By T. 
Sedgwick, Jun. Svo. Portrait 

RECORDS OP MY LIFE. - By 
John Taylor, Author of" Monsieur 
Tonson." Svo. 

MEMOIRS OP THE DUCHESS 
D'ABRANTES (Madame Junot). 
Svo. With a Portrait. 

MEMOIRS OP LUCIEN BONA- 
PARTE (Prince of Canino). 12Bao. 

Thb LIFE AND REMAINS op 
EDWARD DANIEL CLARKE. 
By the Rev. Willl^m Ottbb, A.M., 
F.L.S. Svo. 

The HISTORY op VIRGIL A. 
STEWART, and his Adventureb ha 
capturing aRd exposing the Great 
"Western Land Pirate" and his 
,Gang, in Connexion with the Evi- 
dence ; also of the Trials, Confes- 
sions, and Execution of a Number of 
Murreirs Associates in the StAte <^ 
Mississippi during the Summer of 
1S35, and the Exeeution of five Pro- 
fessional (Hamblen b^ ^IbA C:?&iaas^ ^ 
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PLUTARCH'S LIVES, Trans- 
lated bom the otieinal Greek ; with 
Notei, critical and hiatorictl, uid ■ 
Li&of Plularcb. BvJohnLibo- 
BO(Ni, D.D., and WiLttiH LiNa- 
HoiNS.A.M. New Edition. 4 to1«. 
large 12ino. 

LETTERS xHD JOURNALS 
or LORD BYRON. V/Uh Notice) 
of hii Life, Bt Thokis Moobe, 
E»q. 8 Toll. B'o. With ■ Portrait. 

Thk private journal of 
AARON BURR, during his Re«- 
deoce in Europe, with Selections 
from hi> Cotresiiondence. Edited 
by M. L. DiTie, 3 vo!s. 8>o. 

SKETCHES OF THi LIFE «nd 
CHARACTER of thb REV. 
LEMUEL HAYNES, A.M. By 
TmOTHT MlTHEK CooLii, D.D. 
With BOOiB Introductory BemflrkB, 
b; WiLLiiH 6. Sfkioui, D.D. 
12mo. With a Portrait. 



LIFE or MRS. SIDDONS. Br 
Thohai CiMFBELL. 12ma. With 
a Portrait. 

The LIFE of WICK LIP. Br 
Chaklks Wieb Li Has, A.M. 
leino. With ■ Portrait. 

LUTHER AND TBI LUTHER. 
AN REFORMATION. Bj Bev. 
John Scott, A.U. 2 '•(At. ISmo. 
Portraits. 

The life of ARCHBISHOP 
CRANMER. BrCHtRi.Ei WxBD 
Li Bis, A.M. S rola. lemo. With 
aPmtrait. 

TBI RELIGIOUS OPINIONS 
*BD CHARACTER of WASH- 
INGTON. ByRev.E.C.M'GuiBE. 



Edited bj J. N. Rktnoldi. 12mo. 

Ta« LIFE OF ANDREW JACK- 
SON, PteeideDl of the United States 
of Aroerica. By William Coe- 
BETT, M.P. ISmO. With a Por- 

MATTHIA8 iND Ria IHP08- 

TUBES; or, the Progrete of Fo- 

jMtiemm. 7JA]ilr«ted in the F.iln- 

ordiatry Cue of Robert Hatthewa, 



and lome of hi* FoterunDcn and 
Diaciplea. Bj WitLLkH L. Stone. 

LIVES OP THE NECROMAN. 

CERS : or, an Account of the moat 
Eminent Peiaonsin SuccesaiTe Age* 
who have cliimed for themaeLvee, or 
to whom has been imputed by olbera, 
the Exercise of Magical Power. By 
WiLuiH GunwiK. ISUKI. 

SKETCHES AND ECCENTRI- 
CITIES OF COL. DAVID CROCK- 
ETT. 12 mo. 

ANECDOTES of SIR WAL- 
TER SCOTT. By the Etirick 
Shepherd. With a Life of the Au- 
thor, by S. Dkwitt Dlooooood, 
Esq. ISmo. 

th« life of baron CUVI- 

ER. By Mrs. Le.. lEmo. 

The LIFE, CHARACTER, inb 
LITERARY labours OF SAM- 
UEL DREW, A.M. By his eldest 



MOIRS or SILVIO PELLiCO 
DA SALUZZO. Tnaslated from 
the Italian. By Tbohab Roscoi. 

The life or NAPOLEON 
BONAPARTE. By J. G. Loci- 
HAKT. Esq. Z vols. IBmo. With 
Portraits. 

The life of NELSON. By 
Robert Soutkev, LL.D. ISmo. 
With a Portrait. 

Thb life and actions of 
ALEXANDER the GREAT. By 
the ifer. J. Williams. ISmo. With 

The LIFE op LORD BYRON. 



or MOHAMMED, 
IE Religion of Islam, 
ipire of the Saracens. 
H, of New- 
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Smo. Engraiings. 

The life akd TIMES or 

GEORGE THE FOURTH. With 

Auecdolcs of Distinguished Persons 

of the last Fifty Years. By Rar. 
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Thb life or MARY, QUEEN 
or SCOTS. Vj HcHiT Oi^tu- 
roKD Bsr.i, G«. 3 Toll. ISmo. 
Wiih ■ Ponnit. 

MRMDIRS or tn* EMPRESS 
JUSRPHINE. RrJoHNS.MiHia, 
LL.D. iSmo. With Ponraiti. 

LIFE or SIR ISAAC NEW. 
TON. Br Sir Ditip Bikwitkii, 
K,B., I,L.D„F.K.S. IBmo. With 

Thi court xm CAMP or 
BONAPARTE. IHma. Wiih k 

LIVES *K0 VOYAGES or 
DRAKE, CAVENDISH. i»D 
DAMPIER. iDcIudinguilnlToduc- 
lory Viewoflhe Earlier DncDyenm 
in Ihe South 8ea>. and tbe Hitlory 
ofibe Bucaniera. ISido. Willi Por- 

MEWniRS or CELEBRATED 
FEMALE SOVKREIONS. Bj 
Un. JmnoH. S Kila. IBiiut. 

LIVES nr CELEBRATED 
TRAVELLERS. Br Jmia Ad- 
oorrDi St. Jomk. 3 lolt, ISmo. 

LIFE or FREDERICK tb» 
SECOND, Kirifc of Pruuti. Bj 
LonI Davis. £ voU. ISmo. Wiih 
a Portrait 

INDIAN BIOGRAPHY; or. fin 
Historical A<:caunt of thou Indiiid- 
oala who have b««i diitiniuialieH 
■mong the North American NatiiRS 
aiOiaiora, Warriora, Sta teamen, and 
olber Remarkable Chancteia, By 



nagne. B 
Partrait. 



Th« PURSUIT or KNOWL- 
EDGE DNDES mFFICULTIES; 
iU Plsuaraa aofl Rewarda. IIId*. 
tnted by Memoira of Etnineut Han. 
a toIl lemo. 

Tub life ind TRATELB or 
MUNOO PARK ; to which ia add- 
ed an Accouat of his Death from tbe 
Juumil of Isaaco, and the Siibalanea 
of later Diacoreriea relative (o hii 
IsmeDted Fate. ISmo. EngrBimgi. 



I. ISoio. With ■ Portrait in 

I. Lifeof John Surk.bf Edwaid 

Everell.— Life of Charles Brockdsn 
by William H. Preacott.— 
" -'■aTii Montgomery, hy J. 

Anniiriing.— Lifeof Etbaa AJlen, by 

Jaied Spark*. 

II. Life of Aleii 



' Lire of Hict 



. n John Snuth, In 
liard. 
III. Life and Treaeon of Benedict 

Arnold, by Jared Sparka. 

IT. Life of Anthony Wayne, by 
John Armatrong, — Life of Sir Hvan 
Vane, by C. W. L'pham. 

V. Life of John Elloi.theApoMle 
to tbe Indiana, by Convera Fraocia. 

LifB of Wdliain 

Ellery, by E. T. Channing.— Life of 
Cnltou Mather, by Wm. a O. Pea- 
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» Sedgwi 



-Life of David R 



Tii« LIFE nr OLIVER CROM- 
WGLL. By tbe Rer. M. Ruaaiu., 
LL.D. S Ti^. IBmo. Portrait. 

MEMOIR or the LIFE of 

PETER THK GREAT. By John 

IROW, Eaq. ISmo. Portiait. 

LIFE or WASHINGTON. 
J. K. PtULniNO. Eaq. a Tola. 
tSina. Witb EngnTioga. 

Taa LIFE jnd WORKS or 
DR. FRANKUN. S rola. IBnw. 
WitbaPoitniL 



B, by Jan 

Vllt. Life of Jonathan Edwaida. 
by Samuel Millei.— Life of Darid 
Brainerd, by Wm, B. O. Peabody. 

IX. Life of Baron SteabOD, by 
Fiaocia Bowen.— Life of ■■-■----'- 



a Fellon. 

X. Life of Robert Foltcn, by Pro- 
ffmat Beowick.— Life of HeBir 
HudaoD, by Heniy R. Cletcland.-r 
Life of Joaaph Warrao, by Alupo- 
dar H. EnrKt.— Lid of Failn U^ 
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UVES OF THi SIGNERS or 
DECLARATION op INDE- 
PENDENCE. By N. Dwight. 
18ma 

BIOGRAPHIES of DISTIN- 
GUISHED FEMALES. 2 Tolt. 
ISino. 

EXEMPLARY and INSTRUC- 
TIVE BIOGRAPHY. 3vol8.18ino. 

LIFE AND CORRESPOND. 
ENCE OF DEWITT CLINTON. 
By Professor Rbnwiok. ISifto. Por- 
I trait. 

LIFE AND CORRESPOND- 
ENCE or GENERAL ALEXAN- 



DER HAMILTON. By Professor 
Renwick. ISino. 

LIFE AND CORRESPOND- 
ENCE OF GOVERNOR JOHN 
JAY. By Professor Rsnwick. 
ISma 

LIVES OF TH« APOSTLES 
and EARLY MARTYRS of thk 
CHURCH. 18mo. Engraving. 

SKETCHES of thb LIVES of 
DISTINGUISHED FEMALES. 
Written for Yoang Ladies, with a 
View to their Mental and Moral Im- 
provement. By an American Lady. 
18mo. Portrait 



VOYAGES, TRAVELS, &c. 



LETTERS FROM the OLD 
WORLD. ByaLadyofNew-York. 
2 vols. 12mo. 

TRAVELS IN THE UNITED 
STATES during the Years 1634, 5, 
6, inclading a Summer Residence 
with the Pawnee Indians and a Visit 
to Cuba and the Azores. By the 
Hon. Charles Auoustus Murray. 
2 vols. 12mo. 

EMBASSY TO THE EASTERN 
COURTS OF SIAM, COCHIN- 
CHINA, AND MUSCAT. By Ed- 
mund Roberts. 8vo. 

VOYAGE OF THE UNITED 
STATES FRIGATE POTOMAC, 
under the command of Com. John 
Downes, during the Circumnaviga- 
tion of the Globe, in the years 1831, 
1832, 1833, and 1834; including a 
particular Account of the Engage- 
ment at Quallah-Battoo, on the coast 
of Sumatra; with all the official 
Documents relating to the same. 
By J. N. Reynolds. 8vo. With 
Engravings. 

TRAVELS IN EUROPE : viz., 
in England, Ireland, Scotland, 
France, Italy, Switzerland, some 
parts of Germany, and the Nether- 
lands, during the Years 1835 and *36. 
By WiLRUB FiSK, D.D, Bvo. En- 
gravings. 

RETROSPECT op WE8T- 
£RN TRAVEL. By Min Har- 
MJKT Mamtimeau. 8 Foli. 12ino. 
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The far WEST ; or, a Toor 
beyond the Mountains. 2 vols. 
12ma 

INCIDENTS OF TRAVEL in 
EGYPT, ARABIA PETRiEA, 
and the holy land. By au 
American. 2 vols. 12mo. Engra- 
vings. 

INCIDENTS OF TRAVEL in 
GREECE, TURKEY, RUSSIA, 
AND POLAND. Bv the Author of 
" Incidents of Travel in Egypt, Ara- 
bia Petrtea, and the Holy Land." 2 
vols. 12mo. Engravings. 

A YEAR in SPAIN. By a 
Young American. 3 vols. 12ma 
Engravings. 

SPAIN REVISITED. By the 
Author of " A Year in Spain." 2 
vols. 12mo. Engravings. 

The AMERICAN in ENG- 
LAN D. By the Author of " A Year 
in Spain." 2 vols. 12mo. 

TRAVELS AND RESEARCH- 
ES in CAFFRARIA; describing 
the Character, Customs, and Moral 
Condition of the Tribes inhabiting 
that Portion of Southern Africa. 
By Stephen Kay. 12ma Map, 
&c. 

POLYNESIAN RESEARCH- 
ES, during a Residence of nearly 
ei^ht Years in the Society and Sand- 
wich Islands. By William Ellie. 
\ 4 '^(Ai. l^iino. >^«:^^9u&. 
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GREAT BRITAIN, FRANCE, 
AND BELGIUM.' A short Tour in 
1835. By Hbman Hdmphbet, D.D. 
8 vols. 12mo. 

A NARRATIVE or FOUR 
VOYAGES to the South Sea, North 
and South Pacific Ocean, Chinese 
Sea, Kthiopic and Southern Atlantic 
Ocean, and Antarctic Ocean. From 
the Year 1822 to 1831. Comprising 
an Account of some valuable Discov- 
eries, including the Massacre Isl- 
ands, where thirteen of the Author*s 
Crew were massacred and eaten by 
Cannibals. By Capt. Benjamin 
MoRRBLL, Jun. 8vo. 

NARRATIVE of a VOYAGE 
TO THC SOUTH SEAS, in 1829-31. 
ByAsBY Janb Mobkbll, who ac* 
companied her husband, Capt. Ben- 
jamin Morrell, Jun., of the Schooner 
Antarctic. ISmo. 

PARIS AND THE PARISIANS, 
in 1835. By Francbs Trollopb. 
8vo. Engravings. 

Thb NARRATIVE or AR- 
THUR GORDON PYM of Nan- 
tucket. Comprising the Details of a 
Mutiny and atrocious Butchery on 
board the American Brig Grampus, 
on her way to the South Seas, in the 
Month of June, 1837. With an Ac- 
count of the Recapture of the Ves- 
sel by the Survivers; their Ship- 
wreck and subsequent horrible Suf- 
ferings from Famme ; their Deliver- 
ance by means of the British Schoon- 
er Jane Guy ; the brief cruise of this 
latter Vessel in the Antarctic Ocean ; 
her Capture, and the Massacre of 
her Crew, among a Group of Islands 
in the eighty-fourth PartUM of SotUh- 
em Latitude; together with the in- 
credible Adventures and Discoveries 
still farther South to which that dis- 
tressing Calamity gave rise. 12mo. 

NARRATIVE op an EXPEDI- 
TION THROUGH THB UPPER MIS- 
SISSIPPI TO ITASCA LAKE, the 
actual Source of this River ; embra- 
cing an Exploratory Trip through 
the St. Croiz and Burntwood ^r 
BrouI6) Rivers. By Henry JR. 
Schoolcraft. 8vo. Maps. 

A HOME TOUR through 
THB MANUFACTURING DIS- 
TRICTS op ENGLAND. By Six 
OtoMom Head, 12mo, 
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SKETCHES op turkey in 
1831 and 1832. By an American. 
8vo. Engravings. 

LETTERS PROM thb .£GEAN. 
By JaiIbs Embrson, Esq. 8yo. 

FOUR YEARS in GREAT 
BRITAIN. By Calvin Coltoh. 
12mo. 

Thb SOUTHWEST. By i 
Yankee. 2 vols. 12mo. 

Thb RAMBLER in NORTH 
AMERICA. By C. J. Latrobb, 
Author of the ** Alpenstock/' &e. 2 
vols. 12mo. 

Thb RAMBLER in MEXICO. 
By C. J. Latrobb. 12ma ' 

A NARRATIVE op thb VISIT 
TO THB AMERICAN CHURCH- 
ES, by the Deputation from the Con- 
gregational Union of England and 
Wales. By Andrew Rbbd, jy.H^ 
and James Matheson, D.D. 2 vol«. 
12mo. 

CONSTANTINOPLE awd its 
ENVIRONS. In a Series of Let- 
ters, exhibiting the actual State of 
the Manners, Customs, and Habits 
of the Turks, Armenians, Jews, and 
Greeks, as modified by the policy of 
Sultan Mahmoud. By an American, 
long resident at Constantinople 
(Commodore Porter). In 2 vola. 
12mo. 

The TOURIST, or Pocket Man- 
ual for Travellers on the Hodion 
River, the Western Canal and Stage 
Road to Niagara Falls, down Lake 
Ontorio and the St. Lawrence to 
Montreal and Quebec. Ctmiprising 
also the Routes to Lebanon, Ball- 
ston, and Saratoga Springs. 18ma 
With a Map. 

NARRATIVE op VOYAGES to 
EXPLORE THB SHORES op 
AFRICA, ARABIA, aud MADA- 
GASCAR; performed in H. M. 
Ships Leven and Barracouta, nnder 
the Direction of Captain W. F. W. 
Owen, R.N. 2 vols. 12mo. 

A WINTER IN THB WEST. 
By a New-Yorker (C. F. Hoppmah, 
Esq.). 2 vols. 12ma 

OBSERVATIONS on PRO- 
FESSIONS, LITERATURR, 
MANNERS, AND EMIGRATION 

B5 \)bABje(<t«\akiA Ivuvsuk* 
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Aw IMPROVED MAP or thk 
HUDSON RIVEK, with the Pott 
Roads between New-York and Al- 
Iwoj. 

THINGS A8 THEY ARE; or. 
Notes of a Traveller throagh some 
of the Middle and Northern States. 
ISmo. Engravings. 

VISITS AND SKETCHES at 
HOME AND ABROAD. Wiih 
Tales and Miscellanies now first col- 
lected, and a new Edition jf the 
** Diary of an Ennay^.** By Mrs. 
Jahbson. 2 vols. 12mo. 

A SUBALTERN'S FUR- 
LOUGH : Descriptive of Scenery 
in various parts of the United States, 
Unner ana Lower Canada, New- 
Bmnswick, and Nova Scotia, during 
the Sommer and Autumn of 1832. 
By E. T. CoKB, Lieutenant of the 
i5th Regiment. 2 vols. 12mo. 

NARRATIVE OP DISCOVERY 
AND ADVENTURE in thb PO- 
LAR SEAS AND REGIONS. With 
Illustrations of their Climate, Geolo- 
gy, and Natural Hirttory, and an Ac- 
count of the Wbale-t ishery. By 
Professors Lbs lib and Jameson, 
and Huott Murray. 18mo. With 
Maps, &c. 

NARRATIVE OF DISCOVERY 
AND ADVENTURE in AFRICA. 
From the earliest Ages to the pres- 
ent Time. With Illustrations of iu 
Geology, Mineralogy, and Zoology. 
Bt Professor Jambson, and Jam as 
Wilson and Hugh Murray, Esqrs. 
Ifimo. 



DESCRIPTION of PIT- 
CAIRN'S ISLAND, and iU Inhab- 
itanta. With an Authentic Accoont 
of the Mntiny of the Ship Bounty, 
and of the subse^ent Fortunes of 
the Mutineers. By J. Barrow, 
Esq. ISmo. Engravingfl. 

JOURNAL OF AN EXPEDI. 
TION TO EXPLORE thb 
COURSE AND TERMINATION 
OF THE NIGER. With a Narra- 
tive of a Voyage down that River to 
its Termination. By Richard and 
John Landbr. 2 vols. 18mo. En- 
gravings. 

The travels and RE- 
SEARCHES or ALEXANDER 
VON HUMBOLDT; being a con- 
densed Narrative of his Journeys in 
the Equinoctial Regions of America, 
and in Asiatic Russia: together with 
Analyses of his more important In- 
vestigations. By W. Macgilli- 
VRAY, A.M. 18mo. Engravings. 

PARRY'S VOYAGES and 

JOURNEY TOWARDS THE 

NORTH POLE. 2 vols. 18mo. 
Engravings. 

PERILS OF THB SEA ; being 
Authentic Narratives of Remarka- 
ble and Affecting Disasters upon the 
Deep. With Illustrations of the 
Power and Goodness of God in won- 
derful Preservations. 18mo. En- 
gravings. 

CA ROLINE WESTERLEY ; 
or, the Young Traveller from Ohio. 
By Mrs. Phelps (formerly Mrs. Lin- 
coln). 18mo. Engravings. 



THEOLOGY, &c. 



Thb works of the REV. 
ROBERT HALL, A.M. With a 
brief Memoir of his Life, by Dr. 
Grboory, and Observations on h'w 
Character as a Preacher, by the Rev. 
John Foster. Edited by Olin- 
THOs Gbbgoby, LL.D. 3vols.8vo. 
Portrait 

ESSAYS ON THB PRINCI- 
PLKS OF MORALITY, and on the 
Private and Political Rights and Ob- 
lifjalknisflfMankmd. By Jonathan 
// DvmoND, With a Preface by thie 
f Rbw. Gkomom Bvb, M.A. 8vo. 
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EVIDENCE OF THE TRUTH 
OF THE CHRISTIAN RELIGION, 
derived from the literal Fulfilment of 
Prophecy. By the Rev. Albxandbb 
Keith. 12mo. 

DEMONSTRATION of tbb 
TRUTH OF THB CHRISTIAN 
RELIGION. By Alex. Kbith, 
D.D. 12mo. Engravinga. 

Thb HARMONY of CHRfS- 

TIAN FAITH and CHRISTIAN 

CH A R ACTER, and the Culture and 

I Diacii^inA oC the Mind. By Jomh 
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INSTITUTES or ECCLESI- 
ASTICAL HISTORY, Ancient and 
Modern, in (bar Books, orach Cor- 
reeled, Enlarged, and Improfed, 
from the Prinuury Aathoritiea, by 
John Lawrkitck Von Mosheim, 
D.D., Chancellor of the UniTersity 
of Gottingen. A ipew and literal 
Translation from the original Latin, 
with copious additional Notes, ori- 
ginal and selected. By James Mub- 
DOCK, D.O. 3 vols. 8vo. 

A HISTORY or the CHURCH, 
from the earliest Ages to the Refor- 
mation. By the Rev. George Wad- 
DiNGTON, M.A. 8vo. 

PRIDEAUX S CONNEXIONS ; 
or, the Old and New Testaments 
connected, in the History of the 
Jews and neighbouring Nations, from 
the Declension of the Kingdmns of 
Israel and Judah to the Time of 
Christ. By Humphrey Pridbauz, 
D.D. New Edition. 2 vols. 8vo. 
With Maps and Engravings. 

HISTORY OP PRIESTCRAFT 
in all Ages and Countries. By Wil- 
liam HowiTT. 12mo. 



A NARRATIVE or EVENT8 

CONNECTED WITH THE RISE All# 

PROGRESS or the PROTES- 
TANT EPISCOPAL CHURCH 
IN VIRGINIA. To which is added 
an Appendix, containing tH^ Jour- 
nals ot the Conventions in VirginiE 
from the Commencement to the ^re0^ 
ent Time. By F. L. Hawks. 8vo, 

LUTHER AND THE LUTHER- 
AN REFORMATION. By Om 
Rev. John Scott, A.M. 2 vola, 
18mo. Portraits. 

HISTORY or the REFORM- 
ED RELIGION IN FRANCE. 
By the Rev. E. Smedlkt. 3 volii 
18mo. Engravings. 

HISTORY or the BIBLE. By 
the Rev. G. R. Gleio. 2 vda. 
ISmo. Map. ^ 

SACRED HISTORY or tub 
WORLD, as displayed in the Crea- 
tion and Subsequent Events to the 
Deluge. Attempted to be Philo- 
sophically considered in a Series of 
Letters to a Son. By Shabon 
Turner, F.S.A. 3 vols. ISmo. 



. 



NATURAL 

PALEVS NATURAL THE- 
0L06Y. With Illustrative Notes, 
bv Hbnry Lord Brougham, 
F.R.S., and Sir Charles Bell, 
K.G.H., F.R S., L. & E. With nu- 
merous Woodcuts. To which are 
added Preliminary Observations and 
Notes. By Alonzo Potter, D.D. 
2 vols. ISmo. 

On THE POWER, WISDOM, 
AND GOODNESS or GOD, as 
manifested in the Adaptation of Ex- 
ternal Nature to the Moral and In- 
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tellectual Constitution of Man. By 
the Rev. Thomas Chalmebs, D.D., 
Professor of Divinity in the Univm- 
sity of Edinburgh. 12mo. 

The HAND, its Mechanism and 
Vital Endowments, as evincing De- 
sign. By Sir C«abx.bs Bull, 
K.G.H., F.R.S., &c. l2mo. 

On ASTRONOMY and GEN- 
ERAL PHYSICS. By the Rev. 
William Whewell. M.A.,F.R.S.» 
&c. 12mo. 






PROTESTANT JESUITISM. 
By a Protestant. 12mo. 

THOUGHTS ON the RELI- 
GIOUS STATE or the COUN- 
TRY: with Reasons for preferring 
Episcopacy. By the Bev. Calvin 

COLTON. I2III0. 

A CONCORDANCE to the 
HOLY SCRIPTURES^ the Old 
and New Testaments. By Joax 
Bmwm, of Hiddiogtoii. astmo. 
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The CONSISTENCY^or tw 
WHOLE SCHEME or REVE- 
LATION with Itself and with Hu- 
man Reason. By Philip Nicho- 
las SHUTTLBWOBTn, D.D. ISOIO. 

HELP TO FAITH; or» r£kuiih 
mary of the Evidences of the 
uinenes^ Authentieity, Credif 
and Divine Aothimtf dikm. 
.Scripiwma. Bf^ ^3ub.^%is«. '%.^ 
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k DICTIONARY or thb HOLY 
BIBLE. Containing an Historical 
Account of the Persons; a Geo- 
graphical and Historical Account of 
the Places ; a Literal, Critical, and 
Systematical Description of other 
Objects, whether Natural, Artificial, 
Civil, Religious, or Military ; and 
an Explanation of the appellative 
Terms mentioned in the Old and 
New Testaments. By the Rev. 
John Brown. With a Life of the 
Author; and an Rssayon the Evi- 
dence oif Christianity. 8vo. 

SERMONS OF THE REV. 
James SaURIN, late Pastor of 
the French Church at the Hague. 
From the French, by the Rev. Koe- 
BRT Robinson, Rev. Henry Hun- 
TBB, D.D., and Rev. Joskph Sut- 
ci.ifpe, A.M. A new Edition, with 
additionsl Sermons. Revised and 
corrected by the Kev. Samuel Bur- 
PER, A.M. With a likeness of the 
Author, and a general Index. From 
the last London Edition. With a 
Preface by the Rev. J. P. K. Hen- 
suaw, D.D. 2 vols. 8vo. 



WORKS or THB REV. JOHN 
WESLEY. 10 vols. 8vo. 

A TREATISE on thb MIL- 
LENIUM ; in which the prevailing 
Theories on that Subject are care- 
fully examined ; and tne true Scrip- 
tural Doctrine attempted to be elicit- 
ed and established. By Georob 
Bush, A.M. 12mo. 

The COMFORTER; or, Ex- 
tracts selected for the Consolation of 
Mourners under the Bereavement of 
Friends snd Relations. By a Vil- 
lage Pastor. 12mo. 

CHRISTIANITY INDEPEND- 
ENT OF THE CIVIL GOVERN- 
MENT. 12mo. 

SUNDAY EVENINGS; or. an 
easy Introduction to the Reading of 
the Bible. By the Author of »* The 
Infant Christianas First Catechism." 
ISmo. Engravings. 

EVIDENCES OF CHRISTIAN- 
ITY ; or. Uncle Philip's Conversa- 
tions with the Children about the 
Truth of the Chrisiian Religion. 
18mo. Engravings. 



MEDICINE, SURGERY, &c. 



The study of MEDICINE. 
By John Mason Good, M.D., 
F. R.S. Improved from the Author's 
Manuscripts, and by Reference to 
the latest Advances in Physiology, 
Pathology, and Practice. By Sam- 
uel Cooper, M.D. With Notes, 
bv A. Sidney Doanr, A.M., M.D. 
To which is prefixed, a Sketch of 
the History of Medicine, from its 
Origin to the Commencement of the 
I9th Century. Ky J. Bostuck, 
M.D., F.R.S. 2 vols. 8vo. 

MIDWIFERY ILLUSTRA- 
Tb.D. By J. P. Mayorikr, M.D. 
Translated from the French, with 
Notes, by A. Sidney Doane, A.M., 
M.D. With 82 Plates. 8vo. 

SURGERY ILLUSTRATED. 

Compiled from the Works of Cutler, 

Hind, Velpeau, and Blasius. By A. 

Sidney Doanb, A.M., M.D. WUh 

.. 52 Plates. Svo. 

// A TREATISE OS TOPO- 
VoJlAPff/CAL ANATOMY; or, 



the Anatomy of the Regions of the 
Human Body, considered in its Re- 
lations with Surgery and Operative 
Medicine. With an Atlas of 12 
Plates. By Ph. Fked. Blandin, 
Professor of Anatomy and Operative 
Medicine, &c. Transloted from the 
French, by A. Sidnky Doane, A. Nf., 
M.D. With additional Matter and 
Plates. 8vo. 

ELEMENTS of the ETIOL- 
OGY AND PHILOSOPHY of 
EPIDEMICS. By Josbph Ma- 
ther Smith, M.D. Svo. 

An elementary TREA- 
TISE ON ANATOMY. By A. L. 
J. Bayle. Iranslated from the 
sixth French Edition, by A. Sidney 
Doane, A.M., M.D. 18mo. 

LEXICON MEDICUM ; or. 
Medical Dictionary. By R. Hooper, 
M.D. With Additions from Ameri- 
can AwlVkwa, b^ SkiLQEL Akbrly, 
\1A.D. %vo. 
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A DICTIONARY or PRAC- 
TICAL SURGERY. By S. Coop. 
!■, M.D. WHh naroeroos Notes 
and AdditioDt, embracing all the 
principal American improveroenU. 
By D. M. Rbbsb, M.D. 8to. 



A TREATISE on EPIDEMIC 
CHOLERA, as obaerred in tlw 
Duane*street Cholera Honita], 
New. York, daring its Prevairaoe 
there in 1834. By F. T. Fbbbm. 
6va Plates. 



DIRECTIONS FOB INVIGO- 
RATING AND PROLONGING 
LIFE ; or, the In valid's Oracle. By 
William Kitchinbr, M.D. Im- 

f roved by T. S. BAaBBTT, M.D. 
8mo. 

Thb ECONOMY or HEALTH 
or, the Stream of Human Life, from 
the Cradle to the Grave. With Re- 
flections, Moral, Physical, and Phil* 
osophicai, on the Septennial Phases 
of Human Existence. By James 
Johnson. ISmo. 

The PRINCIPLES or PHYSI- 
OLOGY applied to the Preservation 



of Health, and to the Iramovenient 
of Physical and Mental KducatioB. 
By Andrew Combe, M D. ISmo. 
Engravings. 

Thb, PHILOSOPHY or UIT- 
ING ; or, the Way to enjoy Life and 
its Comforts. By Calrb Ticknob, 
A.M., M.D. ISmo. Engravings. 

ANIMAL MECHANISM and 
PHYSIOLOGY ; being a Plain and 
Familiar Exposition of the Structure 
and Functions of the Human System. 
Designed for the Use of Families and 
Schools. By John H. Gbiscom, 
M.D. ISmo. Engravings. 



FOR SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES. 

ANTH0N*8 SBBIBS OF CLASSICAL W0BX9. 



FIRST LATIN LESSONS, con- 
taining the most important Parts of 
the Grammar of the Latin Language, 
together with appropriate Exercises 
in the transiatii^ and writing of Lat- 
in, for the Use of Beginners. By 
Charles Anthon, LL.D., dtc. 
12mo. 

FIRST GREEK LESSONS, 
containing the most important Parts 
of the Grammar of the Greek Lan- 
guage, together with appropriate Ex* 
ercises in the translating and writing 
of Greek, for the Use of Beginners. 
By Charles Anthon, LL.D. 
12mo. 

A GRAMMAR or the GREEK 
LANGUAGE, for the Use of Schools 
and Colleges. By Charles An- 
thon, LL.D. 12mo. 

Thb greek READER. By 
Fredrbic Jacobs. A New Edition, 
with English Notes, critics^ and ex- 
planatOTT, a Metrical Index to Ho- 
mer and Anacreon, and a copions 
Lexicon. By Chablbb Anthon, 
LL.D., ice. I8bm>. 



A SYSTEM of GREEK PROS- 
ODY AND METRE, for the Use^ 
of Schools and Colleges; togethmr 
with the Choral Scanning of the 
Prometheus Vinctus of iBschyloB, 
and the Aiax and CBdipus Tyrannos 
of Sophocles ; to whicn are append- 
ed Remarks on the Indo-Germanic 
Analogies. By Charlrs Anthon, 
LL.D. 12mo. 

C^SAR»S COMMENTARIES 
ON the Gallic WaR; and the 
first Book of the Greek Paraphrase ; 
with English Notes, critical and ex- 
planatory. Plans of Battles, Sic^ge8» 
&c., and Historical, Geographical, 
and Archvological Indexes. By 
Charles Anthon, LL.D. ISma 
Map, Portrait, &c. 

SALLUSrS JUGURTHINE 
WAR AND CONSPIRACY or 
CATILINE. With an EngUdi 
Commentarv, and Geographical and 
Historical Indexes. By Chablbb 
Anthon, LL.D. Ninth Editioii,ooK^ 
rected and enlacced* ISbdcw 
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SELECT ORATIONS of CI- 
CERO. With Engrlish Note«, crit- 
ical and explanatory, and Historical, 
Geocraphical, and Legal Indexes. 
By Char LBS Anthon, LL.D., &c. 
A new Edition, with Improvements. 
]2mo. With a Portrait. 

Thb works of HORACE. 
With English Notes, critical and 
explanatory. By Charles An- 
THON, LL.D., &c. New Edition, 
with corrections and improvements. 
12ma 



A LIFE OF GEORGE WASH- 
INGTON. In Latin Prose. By 
Francis Glass, A.M., of Ohio. 
Edited by J. N. Reynolds. 12mo. 
Portrait. 

INITIA LATINA; or, the Rudi- 
ments of the Latin Tongue. Illus- 
trated hy Progressive Exercises. By 
Charles H. Lvon. 12mx 

OUTLINES OF IMPERFECT 
and DISORDERED MENTAL 
ACTION. By Thomas C. Upham, 
Professor of Mental and Moral Phil- 
osophy in Bowdoin College. 18mo. 

MENTAL PHILOSOPHY; «m. 
bracing the three Departments of the 
Intellect, Sensibilities, and Will. By 
Thomas C. IJfham. 3 vols. i2mo. 

A PHILOSOPHICAL and 
PRACTICAL TREATISE on 
THE WILL. By Professor Upham. 

INQUIRIES CONCERNING THE 

INTELLECTUA L POWERS, 
and the Investigation of Truth. By 
John Abercrombir, M.D., F.R.S. 
With Questions. 18mo. 

The PHILOSOPHY of the 
MORAL FEELINGS. By John 
Abercrombib, M.D., F.R.S. With 
Questions. 18mo. 

PALEY'S NATURAL THE- 
OLOGY. With Illustrative Notes, 
by Henry Lord Brougham, 
F.R.S., and Sir Charles Bell, 
K.G.H., F.K.S., L. & E. With nu. 
merous Woodcuts. To which are 
added Preliminary Observations and 
Notes. By Alonzo Pottbb, D.D. 
2 vols. ISmo. 

FAMILIAR ILLUSTRATIONS 
or NATURAL PHILOSOPHY, 
selected principally from DanieWa 



A CLASSICAL DICTIONARY, 
containing an Account of all the 
Proper Names mentioned in Ancient 
Autnors, and intended to elucidate 
all the Important Points connected 
with the Geography, History, Biog- 
raphy, Archaeology, and Mythology 
ol the Greeks and Romans, together 
with a copious Chr<mological Table, 
and an Account of the Coins, 
Weights, and Measures of the An- 
cients, with Tabular Values of the 
same. By Charles Anthon, 
LL.D., &c, Svo. (Nearly ready.) 



Chemical Philosophy. By James 
RENwrcK, LL.D. ISmo. With 
numerous Engravings. 

FIRST PRINCIPLES of 
CHEMISTRY familiarly explained. 
By Professor Ren wick. 18mo. 
With numerous Illustrative Engra- 
vings. 

ILLUSTRATIONS of ME- 
CHANICS. By Professors Mose- 
LKY andRENWiCK. 18mo. Engra- 
vings. 

The science of MECHAN- 
ICS applied to Practical Purposes. 
By Jamks Renwick, LL.D. 18mo. 
Engravings. 

The ELEMENTS of GEOL- 
OGY, for Popular Use ; containing 
a Description of the Geological For- 
mation and Mmeral Resources of the 
United States. By Charlks A. 
Lrb, A.m., M.D. 18mo. Engra- 
vings. 

The principles of PHYSI- 
OLOGY applied to the Preservation 
of Health, and to the Improvement 
of Physical and Mental Education. 
By Andrew Combe, M.D. i8mo. 
Engravings. 

ANIMAL MKCHANISM and 
PHYSIOLOGY; being a plain and 
familiar Exposition of the Structure 
and Functions of the Human Systemu 
Designed for the Use of Families and 
Schools. By John H. Griscom, 
M.D. 18mo. Engravings. 

UNIVERSAL HISTORY, from 
the Creation of the World to the De- 
cease of George HI., 1820. By the 
Hon. Alexander Eraser Tvtlkk 
I and Rev. E. Narbb, D.D. Edited 
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AMERICAN HISTORY. Br 

ths Aulhor of "A[Dencui PopuliT 
1 — mu." 3 Toll. ISmo. Engra- 

ai HISTORY or GREECE. 

Bj Dr. GuLDSMiTH. Edited by the 
Authot of " Atnoricui Popular Len- 
mu," Sec. ISmoL 

Thk HISTORY or ROME. By 
Dr. GoLDSiiiTU. Edited by H.W. 
HiSBtxT. Eiq. lemo. 

An elementary TREA 
TISE OH UECHAMC3. Tnoc 



tied from the French of H. Bon- 
!H(lL<iT. With Additiong and En- 
indaliona, designed to adapt it to tbs 
Jm of Ibe Cadeta of the li. 8. Mil- 
tary Academy, By EowiiD H. 

COBB'S SCHOOL BOOKS. 

ncluding Walker's Dictionary, El- 
ilanalory Arithmetic. Noa. I ud S, 
>Iorth Ametican Header, itc. 

A Table or uJOARiTHua, 

>r LOGARITHMIC SINES, amp 
L TKAVEBSE TABLE. ISmo. 



NATURAL PHILOSOPHY. 



_ PRELIMINARY DIS- 
COURSE on THi STUDY or 
NATURAL PHILOSOPHY. By 
John Fiiderio Willum Hem- 

(OHtL, A.M., &c, ISoio. 

Familiar illustrations 
op natural philosophy, 

islecled principally froir DaDietl'a 
Chemical Philosophy. By Jihes 
" WICK, LL.D. ISmo. With 



IBmo. With Engravinga. 

LETTERS OF EULER on Dif- 
fereaC Subjects of Natural Pfailaao- 
Addteaaed toaGatman Prin- 
Tranalaled by Hubtes. 
With Notea, and a Life of Euler, by 
Sir DiviD BaiwaTEB; with iddi- 
lional Notei, by John (irisooh, 
LL.D. With ■ Glossary of iSciea- 
tiSc 'rerma. 2 vola. Umo. Engra- 

0» ASTRONOMY *md GEN- 
ERAL PHYSICS. By the Kev. 
WiLLiiH Wiiiwki.i..MjI.,,F.R.S., 
tie. ISmo. 

The EARTH: ita Phyaical Con- 
dition and most Bemaikable Phe- 
nomana. By W. Uoi.LiiiaaB Hia- 
aiHa. IBiDO. EngraviDga. 

CELESTIAL SCENERY; or, 

M Wooden of the Planetary Byi- 
•■ -■ " "' - -^TgttBPor- 



fectiona of Deity and a Plurality of 
Worlds. ByTBoHu D|0E,LLD. 
18mo. EngiBvioga. 

The SIDEREAL HEAVENS, 
■nd other Subjects connected wiUt 
Astronomy, as illustraUie of Iho 
Character of the Deity, and of an In- 

-y'rHo», - 

IBmo. EngraiiDgi 
An elementary TREA- 
TISE on MECHANICS. Trans- 
lated from the French of M. Bon- 
cHiKLiT. With Additions and Em- 
Use of the Csdele of the U. S. Mil- 
,y. .By Edw^bd H. 



COUITBNIV. Syo. 

ILLUSTRATIONS 
CHANICS. By Profaaaora Mo»- 
LKV aodRENvricic. iSmo. Eugra- 

The science o? MECHAN- 
ICS applied to Practical Pnrpona. 
By Jmas Rhnwice, LL.D. 18iw>. 
Enpavinga. 

CHAPTAL'S CHYMISTRYjtP- 
FUiD TO AORICTLTURE. A 
New Tranalation, with lalDabii " ~ 
lections from Sir Htrnfui 
and othera. 

FIRST PRINCIPLEB o» 
CHEMISTRY familiariy uplaJnad. 
Br Pro&Hor RiMWiCE. Una. 
Willk niuoAraoK VS»tf»3»« '%!«» 
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XATOBAL B18T0BT. — P O I T B Y, AND TBB BB1.MA. 

NATURAL HISTORY. 



A POPULAR GUIDE to thb 
OBSEKVATION of NATURE; 
or, Hints of Inducement to the Study 
of Natural Productions and Appear- 
ances, in their Connexions and Re- 
lations. By Robbmt Mddib. 18mo. 
Engravings. 

NATURAL HISTORY; or, Un- 
cle Philip's Conversations with the 
Children about Tools and Trades 
among the Inferior Animals. 18mo. 
With Illustrative Engravings. 

Tbs hand, its Mechanism and 
Vital Endowments, as evincing De- 
sign. By Sir Chaslbs Bbll, 
K.O.H., F.R.S. L. 6l E., &c. 12mo. 

Thb natural HISTORY op 
QUADRUPEDS. 18mo. Numer- 
ous Engravings. 

The ELEPHANT as he exists 
in a Wild State, and as he has been 
made subservient, m Peace and 
in War, to the Purposes of Man. 
18mo. Illustrated by numerous En- 
gravings. 

The NATURAL HISTORY op 
BIRDS ; their Architecture, Habits, 
die ISmo. With numerous Illus- 
trative Engravings. 



1 The NATURAL HISTORY or 
I INSECTS. 2 vols. ISmo. Engra- 
vings. 

A MANUAL OP CONCHOLO- 
GY, according to the Svstem laid 
down by Lamarck, with the late Im- 
provements by De Blainville. Ex- 
emplified and arranged for the Use 
of Students. By Thomas Wtatt, 
M.A. Illustrated by 36 Plates, con- 
taining more than two hundred 
Types drawn from the Natural 
Shell. Bvo. 

Also an Edition with coloured 
Plates. 

The AMERICAN FOREST; 
or. Uncle Philip's Conversations 
with the Children about the Trees 
of America. 18mo. With numerous 
Engravings. 

VEGETABLE SUBSTANCES 
used for the Food of Man. 18mo. 
With numerous Engravings. 

The ELEMENTS op GEOL- 
OGY, for Popular Use ; containing 
a Description of the Geological For- 
mation and Mineral Resources of the 
United States. By Char lbs A, 
Lkb, A.M., M.D. ISmo. Engra- 
vings. 



POETRY, AND THE DRAMA. 



POEMS, by William Collbn 
Beta NT. New Edition, enlarged. 
12mo. With a Vignette. 

FANNY, with other Poems. By 
Fitx-Orkenb Hallbce. 12mo. 
With a Vignette. 

POEMS, by Fitz-Gbbbne Hal- 
LBOK, Esq. 12mo. Vignette. 

The RIVALS op ESTE, and 
other Poems. By Jambs G. Brooks 
and Mary E. Brooks. 12mo. 

SELECTIONS prom the 
AMERICAN POETS. By W. C. 
Bryant, Esq. I8mo. 

SELECTIONS prom FOR- 
EIGN poets. By Fitz-Grbene 
Halleck, Esq. 2 vols. 18mo. 

Tmm SIAMESE TWINS. A 
Smtirical Tale of the Times, &c. 
BySirLYTTOM Bdlwbb. l2ino. 



VIRGIL. The Eclogues transla- 
ted by Wranoham, the Georgics by 
SoTHBBY, and the .£neid by Dry- 
DEN. 2 vols. 18mo. Portrait. 

HORACE. Translated by Philip 
Franxis, D.D. With an Appendix, 
containing Translations of various 
Odes, &c., by Ben Jonson, Cow- 
ley, Milton, Drydbn, Popb, Ad- 
dison, Swift, Bbntley, Chat- 

TKRTON, G. WaKBPIELD, PoRSON, 

Byron, &c., and by some of the 
most eminent Poets of the present 
Dav. And 

PHiEDRUS. With the Appen- 
dix of GuDius. Translated by 
Christopher Smart, A.M. 2 vols. 
18mo. With a Portrait. 

OVID. Translated by Drtdbn. 
I Pope, Ooif;<ka.VkNB^ Ks^vkoh^ and 
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POSTBT, AND TBI P B ▲ M A.<^M1 8 I L L A NS O V S. 



Thb rebel, and other Tales. 
By Sir Li'ttom Bulwbb, M.F. 
12mo. 

ATXLANTrS : A Story of the 
Sea. By W. Gilmobb Simms, Etq. 
8vo. 

HOMER. Translated fay Albz- 
iNPBB PoPB, £aq. 3 toIs. ISmo. 
Portrait 

JUVENAL. Translated by 
CHAaLKs Badham, M.D., F.R.S. 
New Edition. With an Appendix, 
containing Imitations of the Third 
and Tenth Satires. By Dr. Samubl 
Johnson. And 

PERSIUS. Translated by the 
Rt. Hon. Sir W. Drdmhond, F.R.S. 
ISmo. Portrait 

PINDAR. Translated by the 
Rev. C. A. WnsBLWRioHT. And 

ANACREON. Translated by 
Thomas Bournb, Esq. Idmo. 
Portrait. 

Thb dramatic WORKS and 
POEMS OP WILLIAM SHAKS- 
PEARE. With Notes, oriffinal and 
selected, and Introductory Remarks 
to each Play, by Samdbl Wbllbr 
SxNoss, F.S.A., and a Life of the 
Poet, by Charlbs Stmmons, D.D. 
8vo. With numeroas Engravings. 

Thb DRAMATIC WORKS op 
WILLIAM SHAKSPEARE, with 
the Corrections and Illustrations of 
Dr. Johnson, 6. Stbbvbns, and 
others. Revised by Isaac Rbbd, 
Esq. 6 vols, crown 8vo. With a 
Portrait and other Engravings. 



VELASCO: a Tragedy, in ^^9% 
Acta. By Epbs Sarobnt. \2mo. 

Thb plays op PHILIP MAS- 
SINGER. 3 vols. ISma With b 
Portrait. 

Thb DRAMATIC WORn or 
JOHN FORD. With Notes, crit- 
ical and' explanatory. In 2 Tola. 
ISmo. 

DRAMATIC SCENES fbok 
REAL LIFE. By Lady Mobqah. 
2 vols. 12mo. 

Thb DOOM op DEVORGOIL, 
aMelo-Drama. AUCHINDRANE; 
or, the Ayrshire Tragedy. By Sir 
Waltbb Scott. 12ino. 

iBSCHYLUS. Tranalated by 
the Rev. R. Pottbr, M.A. ISmo. 

SOPHOCLES. Translated by 
Thomas Francklin, D.D. ISmo. 
With a Portrait. 

EURIPIDES. Tranalated bytha 
Rev. R. PoTTBB, M.A. 3 vols. ISma 
Portrait. 

RICHELIEU; or, the ConaphB* 
cy : a Play, in five Acts. With Hia- 
toricai Odes. By Sir Lttton Bvl- 
WBB. 12mo. 

Thb lady op LYONS : a Play, 
in five Acts. By Sir Lytton Bul- 
WBR. 12mo. 

Thb SEA-CAPTAIN: or, the 
Birthright. A Play, in five Acta. 
By Sir Lttton Bolwbb. 12mo. 

BLANCHE OP NAVARRE. A 
Play, in five Acts. By G. P. R. 
Jambs, Esq. 12mo. 



MISCELLANEOUS. 
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Thb works op JOSEPH 
ADDISON. 3 vols. Svo, embracing 
"The Spectator." Portrait 

Thb works op HENRY 
MACKENZIE, Esq. Complete in 
one vol. 12mo. Portrait. 

Thb complete WORKS op 
EDMUND BURKE. With a Me- 
moir. 3 vole. Svo. Portrait 

Thb WORKS op CHARLES 
LAMB. Complete— with hia Life, 
bf Talfqump. In 2 toIb. 12ma 
PainuL 
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Thb works op JOHN DRY- 
DEN, in Verse and Prose. With b 
Life, by the Rev. John MiTTOBlk 
2 vols. Svo. Portrait 

Thb WORKS op HANNAH 
MORE. 7vol8.12mo. IlluatratioiiB 
to each volume. 

The aame woriL in 2 vols, royal 
Svo, 'with lIluatratioDa. 

Also an Edition in one toL royal 
Svo, withi B PcfctxasSU^ub. 



Valuable Standard Workt 
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th£ works of lord ches- 
terfield, including his Letters 
to Us Son. With « Lue of the Au- 
thor. 8vo. 

Th« writings of ROBERT 
C. SANDS, in Prose and Verse. 
With a Memoir of the Author. In 2 
vols. 8vo. With a Portrait. 

Thb MISCELLANEOUS 
.WORKS OF REV. JOHN WES- 
LEY. 3 vols. 8vo. 

SELECTIONS from the 
WORKS OP DR. SAMUEL 
JOHNSON. With a Life and Por- 
trait. 2 vols. ISmo. 

SELECTIONS from thb 
WORKS OF DR. GOLDSMITH. 
With a Life and Portrait. ISmo. 

SELECTIONS from the 
WRITINGS OF WASHINGTON. 
2 vols. ISino. 

SELECTIONS from the 
SPECTATOR: embracing the 
most interesting Papers by Addison, 
Steele, and others. 2 vols. 18mo. 

LETTERS, CONVERSA- 
TIONS, AND RECOLLECTIONS 
OF the late S. T. COLERIDGE. 
i2mo. 

SPECIMENS OF THE TABLE 
TALK OP THE LATE SAMUEL 
TAYLOR COLERIDGE. 12mo. 

OUTLINES OF IMPERFECT 
AND DISORDERED MENTAL 
ACTION. By Thomas C. Upham, 
Professor of Mental and Moral Phi- 
losophy in Bowdoin College. 18mo. 

MENTAL PHILOSOPHY ; em- 
bracing the three Departments of the 
Intellect, Sensibilities, and Will. By 
Thomas C. Upham. 3 vols. 12mo. 

A PHILOSOPHICAL and 
PRACTICAL TREATISE on 
THE WILL. By Professor Upham. 

INQUIRIES CONCERNING THE 

INTELLECTUAL POWERS, 
and the Investigation of Truth. By 
John Abercrombib, M.D., F.R.S. 
With Questions. 18mo. 

The PHILOSOPHY of the 
MORAL FEELINGS. By John 
Abkrcrombie, M.D., F.R.S. With 
Questions. 18mo. 

MINIATURE LEXICON of 
thv ENGLISH LANGUAGE. 
BjLtman Cobb. 48mo. 
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ENGLISH 8YN0NYMES. 
With copious Illustrations and Ex- 
planations, drav^n from the best 
Writers. By Gbokoe Crabb, M.A. 
8vo. 

INFANTRY TACTICS ; or, 
Rules for the Exercise and Manoeu- 
vres of the United States' Infantry. 
New Edition. By Major-General 
Scott, U. S. Army. [Published by 
Authority.] 3 vols. 18mo. Plates. 

The PERCY ANECDOTES. 
Revised Edition. To which is add- 
ed, a valuable Collection of Ameri- 
can Anecdotes, original and selected. 
8vo. Portraits. 

ANECDOTES, Literary, Moral, 
Religious, and M iscellaneous. Com- 
piled by the Rev. Messrs. Hobs and 
Way. 8vo. 

ALGIC RESEARCHES. Com- 
prising Inquiries respecting the Men- 
tal Characteristics of the North 
American Indians. First Series. 
Indian Tales and Legends. By 
Henrt Rowe Schoolcraft. 2 
vols. r2mo. 

INDIAN TRAITS; being 
Sketches of the Manners, Customs, 
and Character of the North Ameri- 
can Natives. By B. B. Thatcher, 
Esq. 2 vols. 18mo. Engravings. 

GEORGIA SCENES. New 
Edition. With original Illustra- 
tions. 12mo. 

HOW TO OBSERVE. — MOR. 
ALS AND MANNERS. By Har- 
RiET Martineau. 12mo. 

The letters of the BRIT- 
ISH SPY. Fy William Wirt, 
Esq. To which is prefixed, a Bio- 
graphical Sketch of the Author. 
12mo. Portrait. 

ZION'S SONGSTER. Com- 
piled by the Rev. Thomas Mason. 
48mo. 

Thb COOK'S ORACLE and 
Housekeeper's Manual. Containing 
Receipts for Cookery, and Directions 
for Carving. With a Complete Sys- 
tem of Cookery for Catholic Fami- 
lies. By William Kitchinbr, 
M.D. )2mo. 

MODERN AMERICAN COOK- 
ERY. With a List of Family Med- 
ical Receipts, and a valuable Jkiis- 
cellany. ^y Misa P. Smith. I6mo. 



